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BY WAY OF WARNING 


HE explanation of any joke lies so largely 
either in the telling of it or in the point, that 
to make any attempt to explain it any furtherisa 
weariness to the flesh. But on the other hand, 
tastes about jokes undoubtedly differ, and even 
the most discriminating of us are sometimes 
fooled. The joke we think is good is not and 
the joke we think is bad is not. You may 
say that certain jokes (you will also say that 
these are the only jokes that ought to be in this 
book) are so good that nobody has any doubt 
about them. That is quite true. And yet it 
is also true that there is an atmosphere to jokes 
and it is not always essential that we laugh at 
them outright in order to get pleasure from 
them. 
«7 My own method in collecting them has been 
omewhat leisurely. I have gathered them as 
Jt happened and have then brooded over them 
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more or less. During this interval—when, so 
to speak they were on the waiting list—I have 
tried them on a limited circle. I could thus 
determine quite well by this simple test, whether 
my own judgment in the first instance was 
correct or not. 

What has amazed me most in collecting them 
has been the astonishing lack of a sense of 
humour on the part of so many published col- 
lections I have had to read. It is not in my 
own disposition to be unduly critical of brothers 
working in the same field. But there are so 
many books of jokes in which the declared pur- 
pose was to afford joy to millions. After 
reading a few of these aloud to my little circle, 
I have often been shunned for days after as a 
dangerous character. Nothing so deadly dull 
as a book of jokes has yet been devised, even 
by theologians or philosophers. 

I am therefore wondering, as I am sending 
off this book to the printer—a book which has 
taken me a year or more to get together in the 
way mentioned—whether after all it is as dull 
as some others I have seen. 

I can’t believe it! If I thought it was, | 
would be inclined to go off and hang myself, 
like Haman. 
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NOTHING TO HIM, BUT STILL—— 


HE impatience of some people is due almost 
entirely to the independence of their lives. 
We must all of us, however, no matter how dis- 
ciplined we may think ourselves, share the feel- 
ings of an old salt who was one day watching a 
crowd of urchins who had been playing peri- 
lously near the edge of the pier. Suddenly 
this fidgety on-looker proceeded to thrash one 
of the lads. 
A passer-by stopped and questioned theoldtar. 
“Well,” he said as he ceased his hold on the 
lad’s collar, ‘‘’tain’t as if I care a hang whether 
they fall in or whether they don’t, but it’s the 
darned uncertainty I can’t stand.” 


NOT HIS -RAULT 


HERE is another story with a sea atmos- 
phere about two old salts who had spent 
most of their lives on fishing smacks. They got 
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into an argument as to which was the better 
mathematician. Finally the captain of the ship 
proposed a problem which each would try to 
work out: 

“If you sold one hundred and twenty-six 
pounds of codfish at six cents a pound, how 
much would you make?” 

The two fellows worked a while and neither 
seemed to get very far. At last old Bill turned 
to the captain. 

“Is it codfish they caught?” he demanded. 

“Yep,” said the captain. 

“Darn it all!” said Bill. “No wonder I 
couldn’t get an answer. I’ve been figuring on 
shad all the time.” 


BREAKING THE NEWS 


OLITENESS, united with deference for the 
feelings of others, is one of the most admir- 
able of human qualities. But when it is unduly 
instigated by timidity, disastrous results may 
follow. An airman had been taking up pas-: 
sengers for short trips, and by the time his last 
trip came was absolutely fed up by being asked 
silly questions from two delightful and voluble 
and equally charming ladies. He told his pas- 


2 


LISTEN TO THESE 


sengers at last that on no account were they to 
speak to him; that he could not talk and give 
his attention to his machine, and that they 
must keep silent. Up they went, and the air- 
man quite enjoyed himself. He looped the loop 
and practised all sorts of stunts to his own sat- 
isfaction with no interruption from his pas- 
sengers until he felt a touch on his arm. 

“What is it?” he said impatiently. 

“Pm so sorry to trouble you,” said a voice 
behind, “and I know I oughtn’t to speak. I 
do apologize sincerely, but I can’t help it. I 
thought perhaps you ought to know Annie’s 
gone.” 


DESTINATION UNKNOWN 


YOUNG mule had been shipped on a 
freight train to a farmer in Fauquier 
County, Virginia. A tag with shipping di- 
rections thereon had been tied securely around 
his neck with a rope; but in the course of the 
journey the mule’s hunger -and natural de- 
pravity had tempted him to chew up both the 
rope and the tag. The old Negro brakeman 
discovered the loss, and, greatly concerned, he 
hurried up to the conductor in the caboose. 
“Boss,” he cried, “for de Lawd’s sake, where 
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yo’ spects to put off dat fool mule? He done 
eat up where he’s gwine.”’ 


NOT A BAD HARVEST 


HAT do you do when you find a poker 
chip in the collection basket?” 
“Sometimes | get excellent results.” 
“As to how?” 
“Last Sunday I found one, announced the 
fact, and seven gentlemen sent up money to 
redeem it.” 


A MODEST REQUEST 


E FEAR the incident that follows might 

happen in many American communities, 
although it is related of a church in suburban 
England where a box hangs in the porch. It 
is used for communications for the pastor. 
Cranks put their notes in it, but occasionally it 
does fulfil its purpose. Recently the minister 
preached, .by request, a sermon on “Recog- 
nition of Friends in Heaven,” and during the 
week the following note was found in the box: 
“Dear Sir—! should be much obliged if you 
could make it convenient to preach to your 
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congregation on ‘The Recognition of Friends on 
Earth,’ as I have been coming to your church 
for nearly six months, and nobody has taken 
any notice of me yet.” 


EO LAO Nl NiGan ene 


OME men never let an opportunity slip. 
They make the most of every chance, as, 
for instance, a certain organ-grinder who once 
played his organ outside the house of Mascagni, 
the famous composer. Mascagni is often driven 
wild by hearing his music ‘‘murdered”’ on street 
pianos, and on this occasion he left his house 
and interviewed the street musician. He did 
not send him away. He merely took the 
handle of the instrument, turned it round 
faster, and quickened the time. The organ- 
grinder smiled his thanks. Next day he again 
appeared in the streets. This time his organ 
bore a large placard on which was inscribed: 
“Pupil of Mascagni.” 


SINCERE ADVICE 


MEMBER of a certain club in New York 
who had the reputation of being a terrible 
bore was sitting alone in a chair one night with 
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a hurt expression on his face, when an old 
member, taking compassion on him, sauntered 
up to him and said: 

“What’s the matter? You look worried.” 

“Pm not worried. I’ve been insulted. A 
chap came up to me just now and offered me 
$200 if I would resign. Think of that. What | 
shall I do about it?” 

The other man thought for a moment, then 
said: 

“If I were you, ld hold out for a better 
offer.” 


A GUARDIAN’ OF “THE PEA GE 


LONDON temperance orator was in the 
habit of holding forth in a workman’s hall, 
and was constantly being interrupted. 

The next time he lectured in that hall he en- 
gaged a prize-fighter to sit in the gallery and 
keep order. He was contrasting the clean 
content of home life with the squalor of drunk- 
enness. 

“What do we want when we return from our 
daily toil?” he asked. “What do we desire 
to ease our burdens, to gladden our hearts, to 
bring smiles to our lips and joy to our eyes?” 
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As the orator paused for breath the prize- 
fighter shook his fist at the unruly members of 
the gallery and whispered in a loud undertone: 

“ Mind yer, the first bloke what says ‘beer,’ 
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out he goes! 


WIE RE YH E STOODAELTRM 


O SOME men habit means everything. 

Earning a living is one thing: their freedom 
is another. Witness the case of Egbert, the 
Egg King. 

Egbert, a tall, gaunt person, entered the 
manager’s office in the Palace Dime Museum 
and asked for an engagement. 

“Who are you?” said the manager. 

“I am Egbert, the egg king,” was the reply. 

“What’s your specialty?” 

“I eat three dozen hen eggs, two dozen duck 
eggs, and one dozen goose eggs at a single sit- 
ting.” 

“T suppose you know our policy?” 

“What’s that?” 

“We give four shows daily.” 

“Fine and dandy.” 

“And do you think you can get through 
them?” 
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“I know I can.” 

“On Saturdays we often give as many as six 
shows and on some holidays we give a perform- 
ance every hour.” 

Egbert, the egg king, hesitated. “In that 
case,” he said, “I must have one thing under- 
stood before I sign a contract.” 

“What’s that?” asked the manager. 

“No matter how rushing business is at the 
museum,” Egbert replied, “you gotta gimme 
time enough to eat my regular meals at the 
hotel.” 


WOOF! WOOF! 


NEGRO employed at one of the movie 
studios in Los Angeles was drafted by a 
director to do a novel comedy scene with a lion. 
“You get into this bed,” ordered the di- 
rector, “and we’ll bring the lion in and put him 
in bed with you. It will be a scream.” 

“Put a lion in bed with me!” yelled the Ne- 
gro. “No, sah! Nat a-tall! I quits right 
here and now.” 

“But,” protested the director, “this lion 
won’t hurt you. This lion was brought up on 
milk.” 
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“So was I brung up on milk,” wailed the 
Negro, “but I eats meat now.” 


THE SUBSTITUTE 


OUR Honour,” said the prosecuting attor- 
ney, “your bull pup has went and chawed 
up the court Bible.” 
“Well,” grumbled the Court, “make the 
witness kiss the pup; we can’t adjourn court to 
get a new Bible.” 


EASY EXIT 


OMETIMES queer things happen in the 

2 New York subways. Also presence of 
mind is not a special quality. Anybody may 
have it. Qne evening, during an especially 
heavy rush, a big Negro, carrying a basket 
filled with sandwiches, was crowded into the 
centre of a car. He wanted to get off at 
Ninety-sixth Street, and it looked impossible. 
As the train stopped he hoisted the basket of 
sandwiches high above the heads of the pas- 
sengers and called out, “Look out, dar, de 
mustard am drippin’!”” The path cleared in 
an instant and he walked out. 
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SAVED! 


HIS is the story of a beautiful young girl, 

who left home intending to make a name 
for herself in the movies, but like so many 
other beautiful young girls who come to our 
great cities, she contracted bad habits—gamb- 
ling, drinking, opium-smoking, and the like. 
The girl made pretty good money in the movies, 
yet it was not long before she had to pawn her 
furs to pay her room rent, her dresses went one 
by one the same way. 

Overcome at last by remorse over her fruit- 
less life, she went to her room one day, threw 
her cigarettes out of the window, her rouge 
pot after them, destroyed her lingerie—and 
then, at last, she came to herself! 


HIS SENSE OF H UMOWIR 


N THE deck of a steamer a man lay 

huddled up, shaking with laughter. He 

had a black eye and a badly broken nose, and 

there were other signs of ill-treatment. His 

cheek was bleeding from a cut, and he looked 
pale. But still he laughed. 

Another member of the crew came across him. 
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“You look pretty badly hurt,” said he; 
“what’s making you laugh?” 

“That big fellow over there,” said the bat- 
tered man, “called me a miserable Swede. He 
blacked my eye. Then he let out again and 
broke my nose. Then he had another go and 
laid open my cheek.” Here a spasm of laughter 
shook the narrator again. 

“But I can’t see any joke in that,” said the 
other man. 

“Don’t you s-see,” was the answer, between 
gulps of laughter, “I’m not—not a Swede at 
all; ’m—I’m—a—Norwegian!”’ 


HA! 


VEN college boys have a sense of humour 
along with a lot of other odd things. The 
college-bred son of the President of one of the 
largest motor car companies in the United States 
took a course in the factory service school. 
There he had a chance to come in contact with 
the public “with the bark on,” so to speak. 
One morning as he was working around 
in greasy overalls, his countenance liberally 
smeared with grime, a particularly brusque 
owner drove up and roared: ‘‘ Here boy, put some 
water in this radiator and be quick about it.” 
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“Scuse pliz, boss, I no spikka da Engleesh,” 
replied the scion of the family. 


ACCIDENTS WILL HAPPEN 


N IMPALEMENT act expert of the early 

days used as his assistant a beautiful 
young woman, who posed fearlessly against a 
wooden background while the “artist” out- 
lined her figure with knives, spears, and battle- 
axes. At the finish of the act the girl would 
step smilingly from her framework of cutlery 
and bow to the audience. On one occasion, 
however, when the girl became ill, the man had 
to scour the town for some one to take her 
place, and the only one he could find with nerve 
enough was a girl who was homely enough to 
curdle milk by looking at it. When the man 
poised the first knife, took careful aim, and 
sent it hurtling toward the board, a gruff voice 
in the gallery was heard to exclaim: ‘‘Blowed 
if he ain’t missed her.” 


HIS LUCK 


E CANNOT vouch for the truth of this 
story, but to many readers it will sound 
reasonable. 
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The wife of the great botanist beamed at 
him across the supper table. “But these,” she 
exclaimed, pointing to the dish of mushrooms 
that had been set before her, ‘‘are not all for 
me, Aristotle, are they?” 

“Yes, Mabel,” he nodded. “I gathered 
them especially for you with my own hands.” 

She beamed upon him gratefully. What a 
dear, unselfish old husband he was! In five 
minutes she had demolished the lot. 

At breakfast the next morning he greeted her 
anxiously. “Sleep all right?” he inquired. 

“Splendidly,”’ she smiled. 

“Not sick at all—no pains?” he pressed. 

“Why, of course not, Aristotle,” she responded. 

“Hurrah, then!” he exclaimed. ‘I have 
discovered another species of mushroom that 
isn’t poisonous.” 


ENCOURAGING K 
WO powerful coloured stevedores, who ha 
had some sort of falling out, were engaged 
in unloading a vessel at a St. Louis dock. Un- 
complimentary remarks and warnings of in- 
tended violence were exchanged whenever the 
two passed each other with their trucks. 
“You jest keep on pesticatin’ round wid me,” 
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declared one of the men, “an’ you is gwine be 
able to settle a mighty big question for de 
sciumtific folks!” 

“What question dat?” asked the other. 

“Kin de dead speak!” , 


AT LEAST IT WOULD SEEMS O 


VEN_had been nursing logs down the river 
toward the chute to the buzzsaw for several 

hours when the boss came along. 

“This bane too much vark for one man,” 
Sven told him. 

“All right,” said the boss, “PII send John 
down to help you.” 

An hour passed and the boss was walking by 
again. Sven made the same complaint. 

“This bane too much vark for one man.” 

“But I sent John down to help you.’ Where 
is her” 

“Yohn, he ain’t bane here some time. He vent 
down between two logs. | tank he quit his job.” 


HE KNEW TANE 


N OLD farmer couldn’t really believe that 
people who were miles apart were able to 
converse over a telephone wire. One day his 
wife went to a distant friend, who had a tele- 


14 


LISTEN TO THESE 


phone in her house. During the afternoon the 
farmer sought shelter from a thunderstorm in 
the house of a neighbour, who also possessed a 
telephone and who persuaded the farmer to 
call up his wife as a little surprise. Following 
instructions, the farmer put the receiver to his 
ear and, after the usual preliminaries, said: 
“Halloa, Jane!” Just then a flash of lightning 
struck the wire and he fell to the floor under the 
force of the shock. Rising to his feet and shak- 
ing his head wisely, he said: “It’s wonderful. 
That was Jane right enough.” 


EVIDENCE 


ARD TIMES” was the subject of conver- 
sation during a meeting of members of the 
Players’ Club. All the gang had a lot of hard 
luck stories to tell, but Colburn Standish sent 
them all home in disgrace by relating an inci- 
dent in far Western life. “Times are so hard 
out in the State of Washington,” he said, “that 
the Bishop has had to lay off four priests!” 


NO ANSWER TO THAT 


ie REQUIRE Sgreat presence of mind to be 
a lecturer, not to add a philosophy which 
under certain conditions will render silence the 
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best policy. Thus one of those reformers who 
by their manner often make themselves offen- 
sive was lecturing on Prohibition. 

“Now, supposing I had a pail of water and 
a pail of beer on this platform, and then 
brought on a horse, which of the two would 
he take?” 

“Hed take the water,” came a voice from 
the gallery. | 

“Exactly!” replied the orator. “But why 
should he take the water?” 

“He’d simply have to,” was the reply. “Be- — 
cause you'd beat him to the beer.” 


WISE GUY 


PEAKING of Prohibition once upon a time 
not so long ago a certain leading citizen 
had occasion to negotiate with his official boot- 
legger for some wet goods and learned to his 
surprise that the price had dropped. 

“What’s the big idea?” he asked. ‘This is 
the first time that I ever knew one of you rum- 
runners to reduce the ante.” 

“Huh,” replied the worthy merchant. 
“Everything else is coming down and we ain’t 


16 


LISTEN TO THESE 


going to take no chances of getting into trouble 
with the Government for profiteering.”’ 


HARD TO CONVINCE 


LITERARY family to which a seventh 

child had just come was at a country 
house, and for a time a good deal of the care of 
the other six children devolved upon the father, 
who had Spartan ideas as to the upbringing of 
his sons. One morning he carried his two- 
year-old to the creek near his home to give him 
a cold plunge. The child objected lustily to 
this proceeding, but was firmly held and ducked, 
notwithstanding. At the instant of the duck- 
ing, however, a brawny hand seized the Spartan 
father by his shoulder and flung him back, 
while the angry voice of the farmer, who was 
his nearest neighbour, roared in his ears: 
“Here! None of that! I’ll have the law on 
you for this.” For some time the father en- 
deavoured to convince the farmer that he was ° 
not trying to drown the child. Even then he 
wasn’t wholly convinced. To the very last 
minute he kept shaking his head skeptically 
and saying: “Well, I dunno about that. I 
dunno. You got six besides this.” 


17 


LISTEN TO THESE 


CATERING TO LITTLE TREY 


HE kindness of Hebrew gentlemen toward 
their ambitious offspring about money mat- 
ters is too well known to require comment. 
Two of them met one day and were discussing 
the ever-recurring problem of how much to 
give the little ones at home. 
“Vell, Sam,” said the first gentleman. “Ve 
give little Ikey a quarter a veek pocket-money.” 
“Dat vos a lot of money every veek, Moses,” 
said his friend dubiously. 
“Ah vell, it pleases ’im. Ve let ’im put it in 
the gas meter; ’e thinks it is a money-box.” 


EYE TO; BUSTNESS 


TRAVELLING salesman driving his car 
along a country road came upon a victim 
of a grade crossing accident. The car wasa 
complete wreck and its former occupant just 
“coming to.” He leaned over the in man 
and shook him. 
“What’s the matter, brother, an acidenti 
Yes, 
“Didn’t the engineer blow his whistle?” 
NOZ 
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“Did any one see it?” 

“No.” | 

“Well, tell me, has the claim agent been 
around yet?” 

“No.” 

“Then for heaven’s sake move over and let 
me lie down.” 


THEY DIDN’T WANT TO SPOIL HIM 


N IRISHMAN lay dying when the odour 
of cooking assailed his nostrils. Summon- 
ing his weeping daughter to his bedside he said: 
“Nora, darlint, ain’t it doughnuts that | 
smell?” 
“ Right for ye, faither,” the girl replied. 
“And would ye be asking your mither if I 
can have one before | die?” 
The daughter delivered the message to mother 
in the kitchen and brought back this answer: 
“ Mither says ye cannot have one of them 
doughnuts; they’re fer the wake.” 


HE KNEW 


ANY of us know how it feels not only to 
be married but to drive a motor car for 
the first time. A man who had just started 
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out to do the latter was accosted by a friend 
who asked him for a lift. They soon found 
themselves in a crowded thoroughfare. 

The friend said, “Jim, your engine is knock- 
ing badly.” 

“Don’t be a fool,” was the reply. “That’s 
my knees.” 


HER POSTSCRIPT 


WIDOW ordered a tombstone for her 

husband’s grave. On the stone she had 
inscribed: “ Rest in Peace.” She expected her 
husband’s insurance policy to pay all the bills 
attending his demise, but investigation re- 
vealed that he had allowed his life insurance to 
lapse. The widow returned to the marble 
shop, and had a few words added to the in- 
scription so that the stone now reads: “Rest 
in Peace—Till We Meet Again.” 


DOING HIS DUTY 
UCH depends upon one’s point of view. 
A certain Scotsman arrived at King’s Cross 
so inebriated that he was charged at the local po- 
lice-court. 
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“I fell into bad company,” he said, excusing 
himself in the dock. 

“What bad company?” asked the magistrate. 

“I came down from Edinburgh last night,” the 
Scot replied, “with a bottle of whisky and three 
teetotallers. So I had to drink it all myself.” 


HOUSEKEEPING 


WOMAN who, for optimism and homely 

philosophy, takes rank with Mrs. Wiggs 

of the well known and justly famous “Cabbage 

Patch,” with her husband and family, was 

seated at the dinner table one day when a 
knock came to the door, and a friend called. 

“Won't you come in for dinner?” the house- 
wife invited. 

“Oh, no,” the caller answered, “you have 
such a large family yourself it would be a shame 
to put you to extra trouble.” 

“Oh,” was the cheery reply, “one more 
don’t make a bit of difference. All I have to do 
is put another cup of water in the stew.” 


WHO WAS IT? 


HREE ladies were discussing the recent 
marriage of a well-known actress. “You 
know it is said that before she accepted him 
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she made a full confession of all the indiscretions 
of her life.” 

“What touching confidence,” sighed one 
lady. 

“What needless trouble,’ added another. 

“What a wonderful memory,” finished the 
third. 


WHAT’S IN A NAMEP 
NE night “Smiling Dick” Carney, a pro- 
fessional turf gambler, had a dream. He 
dreamt that the air was thick with hats. Head- 
gear of every description floated about in dis- 
ordered profusion. The following afternoon, 
on arrival at the race-track, the first name on 
the day’s list of entries was Hatteras. It wasa 
four-to-one shot, and Carney invested heavily 
on the tip. 

The race started. Hatteras trailed slightly at 
the quarter. He was neck and neck with the 
leader at the half. He passed the three- 
quarter post half a length ahead. Then the 
entire bunch thundered down the home stretch 
past the exultant gambler. Carney was some 
distance from the post and could not determine 
the winner. 
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In a moment the result was announced. 
“Sombrero wins!” 


KNOWLEDGE GOING TO WASTE 


MAN who was travelling in the mountains 
stopped at a cabin and asked for a drink 
of water. An old woman brought it out to 
him, and after. drinking he had quite a talk 
with her, telling her great stories about some of 
the wonders he had seen in the outside world. 
Finally, when he stopped to take breath, the 
old woman took her pipe out of her mouth and 
said: 
“Stranger, if | knowed as much as you do I’d 
go some’ere and start a little grocery.” 


THRIFT 


ANDY and John were sitting in a car when 
a pretty girl got in and smiled at the for- 

mer. He raised his hat. 

“Do you know her?” asked the E 

“Oh, yes, very weel,” the Scot replied. 

“Well, shall we go and sit over beside her, 
and then you can introduce me?” asked his 
companion. 
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“Wait a bit,” returned the canny Scot. 
“She hasna paid her fare yet.” 


GUILTY 


VEN a judge can turn to his own mental 
resources, if circumstances are against him. 
A bedraggled individual indignantly denied 
that he was intoxicated when the police officer 
testified that he found the prisoner lying in the 
street. 
“Very well, then,” retorted the versatile 
judge. ‘“You’re fined $5 for parking more 
than six inches from the curb.” 


HE NEEDED IT 


MAN took his wife to the doctor. He was 
a simple fellow, and had lived in the coun- 
try all his life. 

The doctor placed a thermometer in the 
wife’s mouth. 

Just before he removed it the man, who had 
watched spellbound, being unused to such si- 
lence on the part of his better half, blurted out: 
“Doctor, how much will you take for that thing 
you put in her mouth?” 
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BACKWARD! 


Pier lad had been brought into a Vir- 
ginia police court for the fifth time charged 
with stealing chickens. The magistrate de- 
termined to appeal to the boy’s father. 

“See here,” said His Honour, “this boy of 
yours has been in this court so many times 
charged with chicken-stealing that I’m quite 
tired of seeing him here.” 

“I don’t blame you, jedge,”’ said the parent. 
“An Ps tired of seein’ him here as you is.” 

“Then, why don’t you teach him how to act? 
Show him the right way and he won’t be coming 
here.” 

“I has showed him de right way,” said the 
father, “but he jest don’t seem to have no 
talent for learning how, jedge; he always gets 
caught.” 


THE PLEASURE WAS ALL HIS 


HERE are moments when we all feel like 
the strapping fellow who brought his de- 
mure young bride to the manse for matri- 

monial purposes. 
“ According to my custom,” said the minister, 
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“I turned to the bridegroom at a certain part 
of the ceremony and said, ‘John, this is your 
lawfully wedded wife!’ 

“In the excitement of the occasion, John 
turned. in the direction of his newly acquired 
partner and stammered, ‘I’m pleased to meet 
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you. 


GOT AWAY WITH IT 


OME people in peace time will be inter- 

ested in the young man who went into 
the army. On enlisting, he expressed the fear 
that he would face ridicule on account of his re- 
ligion. After three years in the army he was 
asked how he had gotten along. “Fine,” he 
replied; “they never found it out on me.” 


NICE OF HIM 


WELL-MEANING florist was the cause of 
much embarrassment to a young man who 
was in love with a rich and beautiful girl. 

One afternoon she informed the young man 
that the next day was her birthday, whereupon 
the suitor remarked that the next morning he 
would send her some roses, one rose for each 
year. 
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That night he wrote a note to a florist, order- 
ing the delivery of twenty roses. The florist 
himself executed the order, and, thinking to 
improve on it, said to his assistant: ‘‘Here’s an 
order from young Jones for twenty roses. He’s 
one of my best customers, so I’ll throw in ten 
more for good measure.” 


NEXT! 


BRIEN was soliciting funds for Ireland. 
After he had finished his appeal he offered 
to answer any questions. 

“How much of this ’ere money we’re con- 
tributin’ shticks in yer pockets, Mr. O’Brien?” 
asked a big rough in the audience. 

Immediately the man on his right hit him in 
the jaw and knocked him down. His neighbour 
to the left jumped up and down on his prostrate 
body. Two big policemen carried him up the 
aisle and threw him into the gutter. Finally, 
when quiet had been restored, the chairman ad- 
vanced to the front of the platform and said: 

“Is there anybody else who would like to ask 
a question?” 

27 


LISTEN TO THESE 


WHY NOTP 


OTHER—‘‘No, Bobbie, I can’t allow you 

to play with that little Kim boy. He 
might have a bad influence over you.” 

Bopsie—‘< But, mother, can | play with him 

for the good influence I might have over him?” 


ALL IN: AX LIFETIME 


TOP, look, listen !” 
The reflective man stopped to read the rail- 

way warning. 

“Those three words illustrate the whole 
scheme of life,” said he. 

“Howe” 

“You see a pretty girl; you stop; you look; 
after you marry her you listen.” 


GAPS 


E WAS a good worker, but he could not 

get up in the morning. At last he de- 

termined that an hour a week would be the 
most he would lose. 

When he woke on Monday the clock showed 

6:30, which was too early; so he turned in 

again. He next woke at 7:30, and thought he 
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would take another half-hour and get in by 
nine o'clock. ! 
At the third time of waking he dressed hastily 
and sprinted to the gates. “Sorry, boss, that 
I’ve lost an hour,” he exclaimed. 
“Hour, be blowed!’’ said the foreman.. 
“Where were you on Monday and Tuesday?” 


O THE DIFFERENCE! 
COUNTRY woman visiting a distant mar- 
ket town sent some hens home to her father. 

A day or two later she received the following 
telegram: “ Don’t send any more hens. Those 
you sent escaped and, although I scoured the 
neighbourhood | only found eleven.” 

In reply his daughter wired: “I only sent 
six!” 


A NEW IDEA 

NEGRO chauffeur was taken into court 

for running down a man. “Yo Honah,” 

said the darky, “I tried to warn de gennulman, 
but de horn wouldn’t work.” 
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“Then,” said the judge, “why didn’t you 
slow up rather than run over him?” 

A light seemed to dawn on the prisoner, who 
finally said, “Why, jedge, dat’s a new one on 
me, ain’t it? I neber thought ob dat.” 


PUTTING IT RIGHT UP | T OVRHERE LON 


HE movie producer was giving his final in- 
structions for the production of Part XIX, 
of “The Adventures of Annie.” 

“Mr. Daring,’ he addressed the curly- 
headed hero, “‘for realism purposes I have bor- 
rowed a live lion for this act. The animal will 
pursue you for five hundred feet.” 

Mr. Daring interrupting him: “For five 
hundred feet?” 

“Yes,” replied the producer. “No more 
than that. Understand?” 

The hero nodded dubiously. “Yes, I under- 
stand; but—does the lion?” 


GREAT NEWS 


ED in the face with hurry and excitement, 
the suburban resident rushed into the 
police-station and exclaimed: “They say you 
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have caught the man who broke into my house 
the night before last?” a 

“Yes,” replied the sergeant. ‘‘Do you want 
to see him?” 

“Do I want to!” replied the burglar’s victim. 
“I want to know how he got into the house 
without waking my wife. I’ve been trying to 
do that for the last ten years.” 


GETTING RESULTS 


T WAS a sleepy village, and its fire brigade 
was anything but up-to-date. One night fire 
was announced by the violent ringingof the alarm 
bell, and the sleepy brigade arrived at the scene 
of action to find the burning building a mass of 
smoke. No flames were visible from the outside. 
The captain made a careful survey. Then 
he lit his pipe and started to smoke. 
“We'd better leave it alone an’ let it burn 
up a bit,” he said. “Then we'll be able to see 
what we are doing.” 


OBLIGING 

OHNNY had eaten the soft portions of his 

| toast at breakfast and piled the crusts on his 
plate. 
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“When I was a little boy,” remarked his 
father, “I always ate the crusts of my toast.” 

“Did you like them?” asked Johnny, cheer- 
fully. 

“Yes,” replied his father. 

“You may have these, then,’ 
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said Johnny. 


THAT BRITISH CONSERVATISM 


HE captain of a British battleship, which 
had put into the harbour of an outpost of 
the Empire, went for a walk ashore and came on 
a sentry. 
“Why are you here?” he asked. 
“To look after Admiral Blank’s goat, sir,” 
was the answer. 
“But Admiral Blank has been dead twenty 
years,” the captain exclaimed. 
“Yes, sir,” returned the sentry, “and the 
goat’s been dead twenty-four.” 


AN INVITATION 


HE following recently appeared in a Chicago 
newspaper’s advertising columns: 
“If Wilbur Blank, who deserted his wife and 
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babe twenty years ago, will return, said babe 
will knock his block off.” 


NOT SO NOT So 


ARRIED ladies often develop a sense of 
humour. One of them met a young friend 
and said: 

“Rumour has it that you are going to marry 
Jack.” 

“Yes,” said the friend. “I really shouldn’t 
dream of marrying him. He can’t ride, can’t 
shoot, can’t drive a car, can’t jazz, and can’t 
play tennis. But he swims awfully well, you 
know.” 

“Yes, but would you want a husband that 
you had to keep in an aquarium?” 


WE WANT WORMS 


© ILLUSTRATE her point the teacher 
drew on the blackboard a picture of a 
small boy sitting on the bank of a stream, 
fishing. 
“You see this lad,” she said, beaming on her 
pupils. “He is fishing. He must be prepared 
to sit and wait. He must have patience.” 
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For a little while longer she dilated on the 
beauties of being patient. Then came the 
time for her to test her scholars. 

“Now, can any of you boys tell me what we 
need most when we go fishing?” she invited. 


Like one voice came a chorus from the class: 
“Worms!” 


INFORMATION WANTED 


ITH the boundless enthusiasm of his 

kind, the food faddist harangued the mob 
on the marvellous results to be obtained from 
chewing soap and eating nut butter. 

“Friends,” he cried, swelling visibly and 
slapping his chest, “two years ago I was a walk- 
ing skeleton—a haggard, miserable wreck. 
What do you suppose brought about this 
great change in me?” 

He paused to see the effect of his words. 
Then a voice rose from among his listeners: 
“Wot change?” 


INCREDULĽCOUS 


N OLD salt of Mr. Joseph C. Lincoln’s 
acquaintance spent a recent winter in 
Florida and found in the fishing of the region a 
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fascinating but strenuous pastime. As a skip- 
per of the old school he scorned the modern de- 
vices for fishing, such as reels, etc. In fact he 
went out to fish tarpons with merely a fishing 
line between the big fish and his own bare 
hands. He hooked a tarpon and for a couple 
of hours there was waged a terrific battle be- 
tween the fish and the stubborn old Cape Cod- 
der, whose hands were torn and blistered from 
the fray. When the fish was landed its weight 
of seventy-nine pounds gave a distinct lift to 
the spirits of the exhausted captor. Proudly 
he exhibited his seventy-nine-pound catch to 
the natives on his return, but he was greeted by 
them in an unexpected manner. They ex- 
amined the fish and scornfully exclaimed over 
it. “Not much of a haul!” was their com- 
ment. “Why a little woman, no size at all, 
just brought in a tarpon that tipped the scales 
at 100 pounds.” Would he like to see a real 
fish? “Thunder, no!” he roared. “Show me 
the woman!” 


HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF 
N UNEDUCATED man who was converted 
at a revival decided that he would give 
the rest of his life to redeeming men by preach- 
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ing. A bishop was talking to him about get- 
ting a better education. The man replied, 
“Bishop, I don’t need an education to do God’s 
work. I just open my mouth and God fills it.” 

“Such an incident happened in Baalam’s 
time,” replied the bishop. 


IN HONOUR BOUND 


ECENTLY there was much discussion 
about the proposal to establish the honour 
system, so called, in a large Eastern peniten- 
tiary. It was finally decided to put it up to the 
prisoners themselves to decide—surely they 
would know whether they could play the game 
honourably or not. It was put to a vote. 
“Hey, Spike,” said one tough-looking citi- 
zen out of one corner of his mouth to another 
prisoner, ‘‘did yer vote for the honour system?” 
“Betcher life, kid—four times.” 


NUMEROUS 


HERE had been a certain amount of 
breeziness in the discussion which centred 
around the relative virtue and accomplishment 
of the two sexes. “You men,” said the ad- 
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vanced young woman, “think a great deal of 
yourselves because you think there is a shortage 
of your kind. Personally, I should not mind 
in the least living in a world where the men and 
girls were separated by an ocean.” 

The daring bachelor smiled at her. “I dare 
say you are right,” he agreed. “‘Still, think of 
the large number of women drowned.” 


PURELY PERSONAL 


VIRGINIA farmer, hearing suspicious 
sounds in his hen-coop, hurriedly seized a 
shotgun and proceeded to investigate. 
“Who’s there?” he demanded as he drew 
near the coop. Silence. 
“Who's there?” he reiterated with greater 
vehemence. 
A longer silence. Finally a quavering voice 
with an unmistakable African accent said: 
“Only us here chickens.” 


LOOKED THAT WAY 
N A secluded corner of the club a number of 
physicians were chatting. The talk turned 
to tales of their profession, and one of them re- 
lated the following story :— 
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“On a chilly morning last winter, as I re- 
turned to my surgery after several early and 
important visits, | asked my servant, ‘Thomas, 
did Mrs. Stevenson get the medicine I ordered 
for her yesterday?’ ‘I suppose so,’ replied 
Thomas, ‘I see the blinds are down this morn- 
mg. 


CONTRAST 


WO mid-Victorian ladies were persuaded to 

see a rather heated performance of “An- 
thony and Cleopatra,” in which but little was 
left to the imagination. At the conclusion of 
the first act one of them turned to the other and 
said “It is quite beautiful, isn’t it, Jane, but oh 
how different from the home life of our own 
dear queen!” 


HOW FUSSY 


MAN was about to receive the anesthetic, 
preparatory to undergoing an operation. 
“Your minister is here,” remarked the sur- 
geon. “Do you wish to see him, before we 
put you under?” 
“No,” callously returned the patient. “I 
do not care to be opened with prayers.” 
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DIMENSIONS 


HE portly Irishman waddled into the shop. 
“What can I do for you, sir?” asked the 
salesman. 
“Oi want a motor-car,’ 
“A first-class ottymobile.”’ 
“Ts it for yourself, sir?” 
“Sure, ye’re inquisitive, but if ye must know, 
’tis for me woife.” 
“Long body, sir?” 
“Listen to the man!” exclaimed Pat. “Long 
body? Begorra, no! She’s built like a barrel.” 
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said the Irishman. 


COMFORTING 


AM, on board the transport, had just been 

issued his first pair of hobnails. “One 
thing, suah,” he ruminated. “If Ah falls 
overboard, Ah suttinly will go down at ’ten- 
shun.” ; 


COMING AND GOING 


TEADY and conscientious application to 
one thing is certain to produce results. 
A motorist touring in the West managed to 
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get his car stuck in a tenacious mudhole. After 
he made vain attempts to escape a boy appeared 
with a team. 

“Haul you out, mister?” 

“How much do you want?” 

“Two dollars.” 

The car was pulled to dry land. After hand- 
ing the money to the lad, the motorist asked: 

“Do you haul many cars out in a day?” 

“T pulled out twelve to-day.” 

“Do you work at night, too?” 

“Yes; at night I haul water for the mud- 
hole.” 


PNV Se BEE E SRI RIES 


OES Prohibition prohibit? Apparently not 

in New York. A man who thought so, 

however, was much pleased after a visit to the 
metropolis. 

“It is indeed a pleasure,” he remarked, “‘to 
be able to walk your streets without seeing a 
saloon on every corner.” 

“And yet,” returned the unregenerate New 
Yorker, “it’s a great comfort to know they are 
there, even if you can’t see them.” ` ` 
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IN SELF DEFENSE 


MAN carrying a small handbag entered a 
barber’s shop, and proceeded to take vari- 
ous things out of the bag. 

“Not to-day,” said the barber. 

The other showed him a bottle. “This is 
a very fine bay rum,” he said. 

“Possibly, but I’ve got plenty.” 

“Shaving soap?” 

“No, thanks.” 

“Face powder?” 

“No, it’s no good,” said the barber; “I must 
get rid of my stock first.” 

The other produced a bottle of hair tonic, a 
pot of pomade, and a tube of face cream. 

“No, no, no,” said the barber, tartly. “I 
don’t want any of those things.” 

“I know you don’t,” was the calm reply. 

“Then why do you ask me to buy them?” 
said the barber, angrily. 

“I didn’t ask you to buy them,” declared the 
other. “I only came to have a shave, but | 
wanted to show you before we started that I’d 
got all the toilet articles I want.” 
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AN UNCONSCIOUS HEIR 


N ILLUSTRATION of the care which, says 

the New York Herald, is taken to keep from 

the grandchildren of Mr. John D. Rockefeller 

all knowledge of the fact that they will inherit 

the largest fortune in the world, the newspaper 

quotes a story attributed to the multi-million- 
aire himself. 

Mr. John D. Rockefeller, junior, has an es- 
tate at Seal Harbour, Maine, where his eldest 
son is spending his holidays. His principal 
pastime is playing along the shore in an old and 
dilapidated rowing boat. One of his play- 
mates, a local boy, said to him one day, “Say, 
if I were you, ld have a fine motor-boat.”’ 

“Gee, whizz, who do you think we are—Van- 
derbilts?”’ replied the grandson of the richest 
man in the world. 


SUITED HIM 


COWBOY of the Wild West who went into 

a saloon, saw a customer lying helpless 
under the counter, and, pointing to him, said, 
“Give me some of that.” 
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RECESS 


HERE is nothing like persistence. A 

darkey was walking along a lonely road at 
night, when a ghost suddenly appeared beside 
him. The darkey walked as fast as he could, 
but the ghost continued by his side. Then 
the Negro ran as fast as he could, but the ghost 
kept up with ease. Finally the Negro fell from 
exhaustion. “We have had quite a run,” the 
ghost said. “Yes,” the darkey replied, “and 
we'll have another as soon as I get my breath.” 


WHAT SUN A SOUND? 


AYS Julian Eltinge, the well known fe- 

male impersonator: 

“I went into a music store and while I was 
looking over some songs a woman of dignified 
appearance and few words entered, evidently 
with her daughter. They had some little dis- 
cussion between themselves and decided to 
buy the book of the opera, “The Mikado.’ 
Stepping up to the counter the woman said: 

“* Mikado libretto.’ 

“The salesman looked at her a moment and 
frowned. 
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“What’s that, ma'am?’ he asked. 

“‘ Mikado libretto,’ repeated the woman in 
her quiet way. 

“‘Me no speakee Italiano,’ replied the sales- 
man, shaking his head.” 


AMERICAN ENTERPRISE 


SCOTSMAN in a small town, anxious as 

usual to make a bit, hit upon the idea of 
collecting old tins and pieces of scrap iron. 
Having accumulated a good collection, he sent 
them to a local marine store. Somehow or 
other they went astray, however, and were de- 
livered in the wrong place. The next morning 
he received the following letter from a garage: 
“ Dear Sir—Your motor-car to hand. We have 
never seen a worse smash, but for $400 we'll 
make it as good as new!” 


HELPING CHROMO OUT 


HE ignorance of the new rich in art mat- 
ters is quite incredible. The wife of a new 
rich profiteer was buying pictures in a Walnut 
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Street shop. After she had bought a number 
of costly pictures she said: “Now show me 
something a little cheaper for the back hall. 
It’s dark there.” The salesman brought out 
another picture. ‘This, madam,” he said, ‘‘is 
only a chromo, and we could let you have it for 
nearly nothing.” The new-rich lady nodded 
in a sage way. “Yes, of course,” she said. 
“Chromo is a struggling and obscure artist, and 
he can’t expect to command good prices till he 
makes a popular hit, can he?” 


GOR 1 O WEEP MOVING 


O BE self-centred has its merits, although 
we are far from advocating it as a perma- 
nent attribute. Freddy had been given a new 
watch, and was very proud of its time-keeping 
qualities. Just after nine o’clock one STS 
watch in hand, he rushed indoors. 
“What time does the sun set to-day?” he 
asked his father. 
“About a quarter past nine,” answered the 
parent. 
“Well,” replied Freddy, consulting his watch, 
“if it doesn’t buck up it will be late.” 
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COMRADES 


SCOTSMAN was strolling through the 
marketplace one day with his faithful 
collie at his heels. Attracted by a fine display 
of shell and other fish, the Scot stopped to ad- 
mire, perhaps to purchase. The dog stood by 
gently wagging its tail while its master engaged 
the fishmonger in conversation. 

Unfortunately for the dog, its tail dropped 
for a moment over a big basketful of fine live 
lobsters. Instantly one of the largest lobsters 
snapped its claws on the tail and the surprised 
collie dashed off through the market, yelping 
with pain. The fishmonger, speechless with 
indignation, bawled: 

“Mon, mon! whustle to yer dog! Whustle 
to yer dog!” 

“Hoot, mon,” returned the other, com- 
placently, ‘“whustle to yer lobster!” 


HE SEEN THT TSTD UTY 


N AMERICAN who thought he ought to 
see Shakespeare’s birthplace strolled about 
Stratford-on-Avon rather aimlessly and then 
visited the church with a kind of blatant de- 
voutness that is not uncommon in Stratford, 


46 


PESTEN tf OH E S-E 


and brought himself to a halt in front of the 
famous monument of Shakespeare on the north 
wall, which contains the bust, whose reproduc- 
tion has made the features of the poet familiar 
to the multitude. He stood in front of this for 
a long time, and finally went away saying to 
himself, in a peculiarly distinct whisper, “Well, 
anyhow, I have seen that bald-headed gink!” 


NOTHING ON HIM 


FAMOUS bishop was to officiate at an 
important service in London, and a great 
space was roped off so that the dignitaries 
might alight from their equipages unmolested. 
When a dusty four-wheeler crossed the square, 
driven by a fat, red-faced cabby, policemen 
rushed to head him off. 
“Get out of ere,” one of them called, briskly. 
“This entrance is reserved for the Bishop.” 
With a wink and a backward jerk of his 
thumb the cabby replied, cheerfully: ‘I ’ave 
the old buffer inside.” 


SCHOOL FOR MANNERS 


HE wife of the vicar of a fashionable 
London suburb tells the story of a new 
parlourmaid who was a great success. One 
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day, however, she went out wearing clothes 
very much “above her station,” and got into a 
motor-car which was waiting near the vicarage 
gate. 

When she returned, the vicar’s wife, more in 
sorrow than in anger, suggested that domestic 
servants who dressed fashionably and drove off 
in motor-cars were hardly suitable for the ec- 
clesiastical atmosphere. 

Then the girl confessed. ‘‘Oh,” she said; 
“don’t be alarmed. The man with the motor- 
car is my father. He made a lot of money 
during the war, and now we live in a large 
house. But we didn’t know quite how things 
were done by well-bred people, and so I took 
this job to find out.” 


ASTRONOMICAL 


Aa ENGLISHMAN went to a baseball 
game, and both sides made one run each 
during the first inning. The Englishman 
watched the scoreboard intently, as each team 
failed to make a run inning after inning. The 
game had gone sixteen innings, and the figure 
one and the zeros following had left their im- 
pression on the mind of the Englishman. 
Going down the street after the game, a small 
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boy stopped him and asked what the score was. 
“Oh,” said the Englishman, “I lost all track of 
the game; it’s way up in the millions.” 


ONE EGG PLUS 


SRAEL PALETZKY sold and delivered fresh 
eggs to a near-by soda dispenser. One day 
he brought in two dozen eggs in response to an 
order. Upon counting them, the proprietor of 
the soda fountain discovered there was an 
extra egg and offered it back to the aged Jew. 
“Oh, dot’s all right!” said old Israel. ‘‘Nef- 
fermind for chust von egg.” 
“Well, Izzy, have a drink then.” 
“Allright. Itake it a malted milk mit egg.” 


HIS LOSS 


HO knows what Love is? Only that it 

comes and goes and no man knows how 
or when. A soldier of colour had proposed to, 
and been accepted by, his dusky sweetheart. 
During the marriage ceremony he showed such 
signs of nervousness that the minister, noticing 
it, whispered to. him, in a voice which could 
have been heard half a mile: 
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“What’s de mattah wif you, Rastus, is you 
dun los’ yo’ ring or sumpin’? ” 

“N-no sah, Mr. Preacher,’ answered the 
ex-hero, “but I sho nuff dun los’ mah ’thusi- 


a” 


asm. 


BREAKING THE NEWS 


URING a national shortage of money, 

which necessitated many banks to call in 

all their loans,one bank president had an un- 
usual experience. 

A prominent garage proprietor who always 
dealt at the Central Bank had obtained a loan 
of twenty-five thousand dollars. With this 
money he had purchased some new automobiles 
which he hoped to sell in the spring. When the 
president informed him that it would be nec- 
essary to cancel his loan, on account of existing 
financial conditions, the garage owner went to 
see the bank’s head. 

Once inside the office he went straight to the 
point: “Mr. Jones, how long have you been in 
the banking business?” 

“Thirty years,” was the reply. 

“Ever been in the automobile business?” 

“No,” replied the austere financial man. 

“Well, then, you’re goin’ to be.” 
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IS THIS FUNNY? WE GIVE IT UP 


WO men were waiting for a train and one 
said: “I will ask you a question, and if | 
can not answer my own question, I will buy the 
tickets. Then you ask a question, and if you 
can not answer your own, you buy fhe tickets.” 

The other agreed to this. 

“Well,” the first man said, “you see those 
rabbit-holes?P How do they dig those holes 
without leaving any dirt around them?” 

The other confessed: “I don’t know. That’s 
your question, so answer it yourself.” 

The first man winked and replied: “They 
begin at the bottom and dig up!” 

“But,” said the second man, “how do they 
get at the bottom to begin?” 

“That’s your question,” was the first man’s 
rejoinder. “Answer it yourself.” 

The other man bought the tickets. 


“ACHIEVEMENT 
UMAN nature is composed of divergent 
elements—filled with startling contrasts. 
A certain nice boy’s father was shocked one 
day to see his son kick his little playmate. 
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“Why did you kick John?” he asked, se- 
verely. 

“I am tired of playing with him. I want 
him to go home,” was Dickie’s answer. 

“Then why don’t you ask him to go homer” 

“Oh”—it was Dickie’s turn to be shocked— 
“why, daddy, that wouldn’t be polite!” 


CHRONOLOGICAL 


HE burglar had just begun his term. Near 
him was an oldish man who studied him 
intently and seemed to be awaiting an oppor- 
tunity to say something. 
“How long are you in for?” he whispered. 
“Twelve years,” replied the newcomer. 
The veteran looked around nervously and 
thrust a letter into the burglar’s hand. 
“Pm in for life,” he said. “Post this for me 
when you get out.” 


SAFETY FIRST 


HE lady was waiting to buy a ticket at the 
picture show when a stranger bumped her 
shoulder. She glared at him, feeling that it 
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was done intentionally. “Well,” he growled, 
“don’t eat me up.” | 

“You are in no danger, sir,” she said. “I 
am a Jewess.” 


SIGHTS 


Na was visiting Ireland for the first 
time. In Dublin one warm afternoon he 
put his handkerchief over his nose and said, in 
a choked voice: “What the deuce is that?” 

“That?” said his Irish guide. “Why, that’s 
the river Liffey. Didn’t ye know, man, that 
the smell o’ the Liffey was one o’ the sights o’ 
Dublin?” i 


LOOKED BAD 


"THE average Spanish couple are said to 
= A have a child a year for twenty years or so. 
A good many of these children die, but never- 
theless the average Spanish family boasts about 
twelve children. A Spanish grandee took his 
family to America and one day, as he was lead- 
ing the way into a New York department 
store, a policeman halted him rudely. 

“Here, what you been doin’?”’ the policeman 
said. 
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“Nothing,” said the Spanish grandee. 
“Then what are all these children follerin’ 
you for?” the policeman said suspiciously. 


HARD LUCK 


HE youngster was sitting on a pile of 

bricks at the edge of a vacant lot. At the 
other end of the lot was a group of boys playing 
as only a bunch of healthy boys can. “What’s 
the matter, sonny?” a passerby asked the 
lad who was sitting all alone. “Why don’t 
you play with the rest of the boys?” “They 
don’t want me to play with ’em,” he replied 
bitterly. “Are you sure of that?” he was 
asked. He nodded his head despairingly. 
“What’s the trouble that the other boys don’t 
want to play with your” ‘Well, mister, these 
fellows say I’m a sissy ’cause I’m—” and he 
gulped hard, “—I’m twins with a girl.” 


WE ALL FEEL THAT WAY 


EVEN the most practical among us may 
have an artistic temperament. A gentle- 
man who had engaged a new gardener noticed 
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that he handled his wheelbarrow in a strange 
manner. Finally he said: 

“Why do you always pull your barrow instead 
of pushing it?” 

‘Cause I ’ates the sight of the bloomin’ 
thing.” 


MUDDLED MUSIC 


STORY told by Sir Frederick Bridge con- 
cerns a musical party he once attended 
where they.had an automatic piano. 

“I could not make out the music at all,” said 
Sir Frederick; “it sounded very abstruse, and | 
felt that I was not educated up to it. l whis- 
pered to a lady present, ‘What is it?’ ‘Bach’s 
fugue in D minor,’ she whispered back. 

“ Afterwards | discovered that the perforated 
paper had been put in upside down, and the 
fugue was being played backwards.” 


SENSIBLE SANDY 
HE kirk was in need of repair, and Sandy 
McNab was asked to collect subscriptions 
for this purpose. 
One day the minister came across Sandy 
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walking irresolutely along the road, and at once 
tumbled to the cause. 

“Man, Sandy,” he said, earnestly, “I’m sorry 
to see ye in this state.” 

“Ah, weel, it’s for the good o’ the cause,” 
replied Sandy, quite happily. “Ye see, meen- 
ister, it’s a’ through these subscreeptions. 
I’ve been down the glen collectin’ fun’s, an’ at 
every hoose they made me hae a wee drappie.” 

“Every house! But—but—but surely, 
Sandy, there are some of the kirk members who 
are teetotallers?”’ 

“Aye, there are,” came the reply; “but I 
wrote tae those.” 


CONCLUSIVE 


IVVLE a bit do I believe the messages 

these mediums are after gettin’ from the 
dead,” declared Dugan. “Ye can’t be tellin’ 
whether they’re true or not.” 

“More fool ye. Ye can and I can prove it,” 
contradicted Monahan. “By mistake I was 
reported killed entirely in the war, and one day 
me sister went to a medium who told her I was 
wishin’ I was back on earth. And at that 
very time I was on a transport in a high sea, 
d’ye mind?” 
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ARE MOVIE ACTORS CONCEITED? 


PARP VIE actor was suing a company for an 
immense sum for breach of contract. 
Upon being asked why he demanded such a 
sum, he replied: “Because I am the greatest 
actor in the world.” Later, one of his friends 
took him to task for so loudly singing his own 
praises. “I know,” replied the actor, “it must 
have sounded somewhat conceited, but I was 
under oath, so what could I dor’’’ 


ARRE GU EAR MT RAGE ESM AN 


N EXPEDITION was sent to one of the 
southern states to observe an eclipse of 
the sun. 

The day before the event one of its members 
said to an old Negro belonging to the house 
where he was staying: “Tom, if you will watch 
your chickens to-morrow morning you'll find 
that they’ll all go to roost at 11 o'clock.” 

Tom was skeptical, but, sure enough, at the 
time predicted the sky darkened and the 
chickens retired to roost. The Negro, amazed 
beyond measure, sought out the scientist. 
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“Perfessor,” he asked, “how long ago did you 
know dem chickens would go to roost.” 

“About a year ago,” he replied with a smile. 

“Well, if dat don’t beat all! Why, perfessor, 
a year ago dem chickens wasn’t even hatched!” 


HE KNEW TOO MUCH 


HEN Freddy came home from school he 
was crying. “Teacher whipped me be- 
cause I was the only one who could answer a 
question she asked the class,” he wailed. 
Freddy’s mother was both astounded and 
angry. “Pll see the teacher about that! 
What was the questiofi she asked your.” 
“She wanted to know who put the glue in 
her ink bottle.” 


ANDY Eee HOWE TRU 


OW that we have lady voters who pass 

their time settling the affairs of the nation 

we hardly expect such incidents as this. A 

certain mother was very proud of her daughter’s 

connection with a smart private school. “My 

dear,” she said to a friend, “she’s learning 
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civics, if you please.” ‘‘What’s civics?” asked 
her friend. “Civics? My dear, don’t you 
know? Why, it’s the science of interfering in 
public affairs.” 


STOP AND THINK 


HE pile of flints still to be broken was a 

very large one, thought the stone-breaker 
as he gazed at it disconsolately between his 
bites at a large sandwich of bread and cheese. 
A minister came along and gave him a cheery 
“Good-morning,”’ remarking afterwards that he 
had a deal of work to get through yet. “Aye,” 
said the eater, “them stones are like the Ten 
Commandments.” “Why so?” inquired the 
‘genial parson. “You can go on breaking ’em,” 
came the reply, “but you can’t never get rid 
of cin, 


MOVIE REPARTEE 


ILL HART does not bear much of a repu- 
tation as a funny man. He and Charley 
Chaplin have very little in common, either on 
or off the screen, but recently, when asking a 
really young girl to play a certain part, Bill 
uncorked a joke that threw the studio into a 
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furor. ‘‘You’re an old woman,” he accused 
one girl, and naturally the storm started. 
“How dare you call me an old woman?” de- 
manded the girl, all prepared to dive into Bill 
tooth and nail. “Well,”. replied Hart, “if 
you were walking across the street and you saw 
a worm, would you pick it up?” ‘Certainly 
not,” was the reply. “Then,” adjudged Bill, 
‘“‘you’re no chicken.” 


WAITING FOR ALFONSE 


HEY set out to shoot rabbits—two French- 
men and an Englishman. All were eager, 
anxious, active. Suddenly they beheld a rab- 
bit. The Englishman elevated his gun, “No, 
no, do not shoot!’’ cried his companions. 
“That is Mimi. We never shoot at Mimi.” 
The Englishman, wondering, disgusted, de- 
sisted. Another rabbit. Again the gun of the 
Englishman was elevated, but he was not per- 
mitted to fire. “That is the adorable Lulu,” 
they cried. “C’est un vrai bijou! We never 
shoot at Lulu.” When a third rabbit appeared 
the Englishman was tired, but his companions 
cried out: “Shoot, shoot! That is Alfonse! 
We always shoot at Alfonse.” 
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NO HARM DONE 


O A priest came a young woman one day 
who had an exaggerated idea of her charms 
and who confessed she feared she had a besetting 
sin. 
“And what is it?” asked the priest, kindly. 
“It is this,” she replied, her eyes cast down. 
“Every time I pass a mirror I think of my 
beauty.” 
“Faith, daughter,” said the priest. “That’s 
no sin, no sin at all. Just a slight mistake, 
daughter, just a triflin’ error in judgment.” 


DEER WAS RLGH T 


WO mining engineers were discussing deep 
mine shafts and one had told in glowing 
terms about mines in which he had worked. 

“Jump into my car and I’ll show you a regu- 
lar mine,” said the other. 

Arriving at the mine, they saw the hoisting 
engine revolving at a terrifying rate. The en- 
gineman was asleep. Rushing to the sleeping 
man, they cried: 

“Wake up, man! Yov’ll pull the cage 
through the roof.” 
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“What day is this?” the engineman asked, 
sleepily. 

“Its Tuesday, but stop the engine, quick.” 

“Ah, g’wan,” he replied, disgustedly, settling 
himself back in his chair. “She won’t be up 
till Friday.” 


BEING NICE TO HIM 


ACHMANINOFF, the famous pianist, told 
- a story about his boyhood. 

“When I was a very little fellow,” he said, 
“IĮ played at a reception at a Russian count’s, 
and, for an urchin of seven, I flatter myself that 
I swung through Beethoven’s ‘Kreutzer Son- 
ata’ pretty successfully. 

“The ‘Kreutzer,’ you know, has in it several — 
long and impressive rests. Well, in one of 
these rests the count’s wife, a motherly old 
lady, leaned forward, patted me on the shoulder, 
and said: 

“Play us something you know, dear.’”’ 


SœLI CI TOUS 


WO men in Texas were sentenced by a 

self-appointed court to be hanged for horse- 

stealing. The place selected for the execution 
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of the sentence was the middle of a bridge 
spanning a river. 

The first noose was tied insecurely, and the 
prisoner dropped into the river, swam ashore, 
and escaped. 

As the second rope was being adjusted the re- 
maining culprit drawled out: “Be careful, boys! 
I can’t swim.” 


NOTHING TO READ 


O ENGLISH women read? The follow- 
ing incident is related with some gusto by 
an Englishman: 

During the winter the present writer let his 
house to an ex-officer’s family. It is a house 
which consists almost entirely of books. There 
is very little in it, indeed, except books and 
windows. It is an odiously catholic collection 
of books—almost as bad as the library of the 
British Museum. There is a little bit of every- 
thing—from Aristotle down to ‘Self-Help for 
Nervous Women,” from Achilles Tatius down 
to the sermons of “Woodbine Willie.” Be- 
tween these extremes there is a considerable 
array of poets and novelists, from Fielding to 
Mr. George Moore, from Homer to the post- 
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Georgians. One day the officer’s wife met an- 
other lady, who asked her how she liked the 
house. ‘My dear,” was the reply, “I have 
never been in such a house. There’s simply 
nothing to read.” “Oh,” said the other lady, 
“I thought there were almost too many books. ” 
‘“‘Books!”? repeated the officer’s wife, with a 
look of disgust; “do you know, I’ve looked all 
through the shelves, and there isn’t a hunting 
novel in the HOUSE!” 


JIG AN CTT TERY 


O KNOW how to flatter properly is a great 

art. It has not been disclosed that Dr. 
Johnson was practised at it, and yet here is a 
story about him which we don’t think was told 
by Boswell but which is certainly a fine ex- 
ample of tact. A certain stout lady came to an 
afternoon reception at which Dr. Johnson was 
present. While some one hurried to get a 
chair he smiled and remarked, “Ah, madam, 
where you are there are never any seats.” 


A. Wi IN A DAY SIFICHDIENG 


UMOUR, or what passes for humour, so 
often lies in the emphasis placed upon 
a certain word that it would seem almost too 
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easy to produce it. Yet after all there must 
be underneath the application some show of 
human nature. A curious and admiring young 
girl was questioning a returned soldier. 

“So you were in the World War, were you?” 
she asked. “In what particular battles did 
you fight?” 

“Oh, I wasn’t particular,” he replied with 
easy grace. “I took ’em as they came.” 


EASY 


HEN General Leonard Wood was a small 
boy he was called up in the grammar 
class. The teacher said: 

“Leonard, give me a sentence and we'll see 
if you can change it into the imperative mood.” 
“The horse draws the cart,” said Leonard. 

“Very good. Now change the sentence to 
the imperative.” 
“Get up!” said young Wood. 


MISPLACED 


WELL-KNOWN admiral—a stickler for 
uniform—stopped opposite a very portly 
sailor whose medal-ribbon was an inch or so too 
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low down. Fixing the man with his eye, the 
admiral asked: ‘‘Did you get that medal for 
eating, my man?” 

On the man replying “No, sir,” the admiral 
rapped out: “Then why the deuce do you wear 
it on your stomach?” 


NUMERICAL SAFETY FIRST 


HERE is nothing like having yourself 
always under strict mental control—in 
other words, always being careful. 

A worthy professor was invited to dine at the 
house of a lady of fashion. The day was hot, 
the wine cool, the professor’s thirst great, and 
the fair neighbour with whom the professor was 
engaged in lively conversation filled his glass 
as often as it was emptied. 

When the company rose from the table, the 
professor noticed, to his great consternation, 
that he was unsteady on his feet. 

They repaired to the drawing room, where 
the hostess yielded to the wishes of her lady 
friends and ordered the nurse to bring in the 
baby twins. 

The pair were lying together on a pillow, and 
the nurse presented them for inspection to the 
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person nearest to the door, who happened to be 
the professor. He gazed at them intently for a 
while, struggling valiantly to subdue the re- 
bellious tendency of his vision. Then he 
looked up and said hopefully: 

“Really, what a sweet little child!” 


JOUST IN TIME 


CERTAIN financier at a dinner-party es- 
corted to dinner a lady whose name he 
didn’t catch. 

„During the first course he saw a man who had 
bested him badly in a business transaction the 
week previously, and he muttered to the lady, 
ferociously: 

“Do you see that man on the left of our host? 
Well, if there’s one man on earth I hate it’s 
him.” 

“Why,” said the lady, “he’s my husband.” 

“Yes, I know,” said the financier, glibly. 
“That’s why I hate him.” 


Epi ER bebe Robe Gol, 


LITTLE Scotch laddie, wee Willie Mac- 
gregor, returned home after his first day at 
school. When his father came back from work 
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that evening he asked the young scholar what 
he had learned. “I learned to say, ‘Yes, 
ma’am,’ and ‘No, sir,’ to me mither and fey- 
ther,” replied the boy. “Did you, indeed?” 
said the father. “Aye!” responded Willie. 


IT IS GOOD 


HEN we first heard the following story we 
didn’t think it was very good, but put it 

aside. The next time we saw it we thought it 
was better. There is a flavour about it that 
grows upon one—at least so it seems to us. 
But maybe, after all, it is not a good story. 
Once while Henry Irving was rehearsing a 
play in which a horse was needed the horse was 
brought around and the following incident took 
place: Irving walked around the horse. “H-um, 
a fine animal. A very fine animal, indeed. 
Tell me, is the animal likely to get nervous 
of the crowd and footlights?” “Oh, no, Sr 
’Enry. ’E’s been on the stage before.” ‘Oh, 
indeed, an actor.” “Oh, yes, S’r’Enry. Why 
lars, ’e’s played with Mr. Tree through the run 
of Richard Third except lars week that is.” 
“Oh, quite an actor, quite an actor. Tell me, 
why didn’t he play last week?” “Well, S’r 
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*Enry, as a matter of fact, one night when Mr. 
Tree was on for the first time in ’is artistic 
career, ’e forgot ’isself and lashed out and 
kicked Mr. Tree.” “Oh, indeed? A critic, 
too!” 


PATIENCE! 


MOVIE comedy showed on the screen a 

bevy of shapely girls disrobing for a 
plunge in the “old swimming-pool.’”’ They had 
just taken off shoes, hats, coats, and were 
beginning on—a passing freight-train dashed 
across the screen and obscured the view. 
When it had passed, the girls were frolicking in 
the water. 

An old farmer who had never before been to the 
movies saw the show once and then stayed over. 
At length an usher tapped him on the shoulder. 

“Aren’t you ever going home?” he asked. 

“Oh, Pll wait a while,” was the answer. 
“One of these times that train’s going to be 
late.” 


NOT SO DRY 
GROUP of large, virile gentlemen, with 
very rough voices, were playing poker one 
evening. There was a small, thin, wiry, and 
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delicate little man with a very thin voice who had 
upon previous occasions attached himself to the 
company without exciting any other enthusiasm 
than an occasional grunt of contempt. 

And so now, when he slipped quietly into the 
room, and asked for a glass of water, nobody 
paid much attention to him. Presently he went 
out, but came back again. 

“May I have another glass of water?” he 
asked. 

“Take it and get out,” growled one of the. 
players. 

Once more he returned. 

“Another glass.” he asked. 

“Goon! Go on!” 

He was back. 

“May I” 

“Look here,” shouted the biggest player. 
“You seem to have a frightful thirst.” 

“Not at all,” said the thin-voiced man. “But 
you see, the house is on fire.” 


CONGRATULATIONS 


MASSACHUSETTS clergyman was visit- 
ing one of the state instituticns for the 
feeble minded. Before the service he was: 
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strolling around the grounds when he met a 
well-dressed and rather good-looking man who 
abruptly began the conversation with the start- 
ling statement, “I am crazy.” This frank 
statement did not alarm the good clergyman. 
But on top of this, the stranger quickly added, 
“Everybody coming in here is crazy.” 

Now the clergyman was certain the man was 
himself crazy. So he pleasantly asked, “How 
do you know that everybody coming in here is 
crazy? I do not know that I am crazy.” 

“No,” retorted the stranger, “it takes a day 
or two before you find it out.” 

“But,” pressed the clergyman, “how are you 
certain that I am crazy, for I have been here in 
this institution for half an hour?” 

As quick as a flash the stranger replied, “ Be- 
cause you have the back of the collar in front!” 

This same clergyman who told the story to 
one of the institution’s officials said that the 
officer then told him of an incident of some 
bishop before the time of Phillips Brooks. The 
bishop gave what seemed to this official an un- 
usually helpful address to the inmates of the 
institution, and the men were deeply touched 
by the bishop’s words. After the other men 
had passed the receiving line after service and 
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had spoken to the bishop, one man stepped up 
and, as he shook the bishop’s hand, said: 

“Bishop, if I- could lie like you, I should be 
out of this prison within ten minutes!” 


WASN’T HISSING 


HERE was a commotion in the theatre, 

and the attendant was seen ejecting a man. 
The man was spluttering angrily when the 
manager came into the lobby. 

“Why did you eject this man?” asked the 
manager. 

“He was hissing the performance,” reptied the 
attendant. 

“Why did you hiss the performance?” asked 
the manager. 

“I d-d-didn’t h-h-hiss,”’ stammered the man. 
“I m-m-m-merely s-s-said t-t-to m-m-my f-f- 
friend beside me: ‘S-S-Sammy, is-s-n’t the 
S-S-s-Singing s-s-superb?’”’ 


COMPETITORS 


WO little English girls were quarrelling 
over the success of their fathers. 
“My father can preach better than yours 
because he is a bishop,” said the first. 
The second little girl could not answer her 
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back, but she suddenly recovered and said: 
“Well, anyhow, we’ve got a hen in our yard 
which lays an egg every day.” 

“That’s nothing,” said the bishop’s daughter; 
“my father lays a corner-stone every week.” 


REVERSE NEGRO 


NOWBALL” Jackson had just returned 

from a trip. “Ah tell you, boys, it sho’ 
am nice to be back home, eatin’ good home 
cookin’. My wife makes de bes’ biscuit in de 
world.” “She do! She do!” enthusiastically 
spoke up one of the group of darkies around him. 
“What’s dat!’ bellowed Snowball. “What 
you-all know ’bout my wife’s biscuit?” “I 
don’t mean she do!” quickly apologized his 
friend; “I mean do she!” 


A MINOR MATTER 


CARDIFF woman joined a private lit- 
erary circle. Her husband, who had no 
faith in feminine judgment on such matters, 
was anxious to know how things went. 
“Well, and what sort of a meeting did you 
have?” he asked, on his wife’s return. 
“Splendid!” she answered. 
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“And what was the topic under discussion?” 

“Oh,” was the reply, “we discussed the ante- 
cedents of that brazen woman with the dyed hair 
that’s just moved in opposite the Joneses and 
also one of the poets—Shelly, | think.” 


DOUBTFUL 


STRANGER arrived one day in a busy 

provincial town and gazed around uncer- 
tainly. Presently he spotted a man who ap- 
peared to be a native. 

“Excuse me, sir,” he said, “but are you a 
resident of this town?” 

“I am,” rejoined the other. “What can I do 
for you?” 

“I am seeking a criminal lawyer,” replied the 
stranger. ‘‘I wonder if you could direct me to 
one?” 

“I believe I can,” answered the native, “but, 
mind you, we've never actually proved it 
against him.” 


GOT Bal SOnm ZASE ASI 


NCLUDED among the passengers on board a 

ship crossing the Atlantic recently was a man 

who stuttered. One day he went up to the 
captain of the ship to speak to him. 
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“*S-s-s-s-s-s,”” stuttered the man. 

“Oh, I can’t be bothered,” said the. captain, 
angrily; “go to somebody else.” 

The man tried to speak to everybody on 
board the ship, but none could wait to hear what 
he had to say. At last he came to the captain 
again. 

“Look here,” said the captain, “I can tell 
you what to do when you want to say anything; 
you should sing it.” Thea suddenly, .jn a 

- tragic voice, the. man commenced tosi ing. 


“Should auld acquaintance be forgot and never 
brought‘to mind? 

The ‘blooming cook’s’ fel! overboard, she’s 
twenty miles behind” ` 


OPPORTUNITY 


E WAS a professional conjurer. 

“Now, ladies and gentlemen,” he said, 
with a wave of the hand, “this is the magic cabi- 
net. I invite any lady in the audience to enter 

í this cabinet. I will then close the door, and 
when it shall be opened again the lady will have 
disappeared, leaving no trace.” 

` There was an impressive silence until a little, 


79 


LISTEN Pl OMe Hu bpot: 


undersized man in the second row turned to an 
enormous woman, who sat by him, and breathed 
eagerly: 

“Maria, dear, won’t you oblige the gentle- 
man?” 


COLLEGE TOFRT TH UIMAAN IET 


HEN George Reid, the high commis- 
sioner for the Australian commonwealth, 
was. knighted; ‘his. democratic associates balked 
| cat’ calling him “Sir?” 
<< heckler at a meeting: ‘eatled out, “Say, 

Sir George, what does K. C. M. G. 2 your 
name mean? >: 

Without a` moment’s REEN the new 
Knight Commander of the Order of St. Michael 
and St. George answered, “Keep Calling Me 
George.” 


gia aks be 


ANET, aged nine, was taken by her mother to 

lunch at the house of a friend. 

The hostess was of the talkative variety, and, 
in her enjoyment of certain interesting little 
incidents she was relating, quite forgot to give 
Janet anything in the shape of food. 

After a lapse of several minutes Janet could 
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endure this situation no longer. So, raising 
her plate as high as she could, she demanded in 
a shrill voice: 

“Anybody here want a clean plate?” 


CAN YOUFBEATH N 


MEMBER of a diplomatic corps tells a 
story of a Persian who came to this coun- 
try on a special mission. 

Among those who entertained him was a 
wealthy man who invited the Oriental to his 
country house. The morning of the guest’s 
arrival the host visited him in his apartment, 
and was astonished to see him hopping about 
the floor in the strangest way imaginable. The 
host ventured to ask the reason for this curious 
action. The Persian replied: 

“You see, this carpet is green, with pink 
roses here and there. Green is a sacred colour 
with us, so I am obliged to hop from rose to 
rose. It is good exercise, but rather fatiguing.” 


DETERMINED 


HE lawyer was sitting at his desk absorbed 
in the preparation of a brief. So intent 
was he on his work that he did not hear the 
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door as it was pushed gently open, nor see the 
curly head that was thrust into his office. A 
little sob attracted his notice, and turning, he 
saw a face that was streaked with tears and told 
plainly, that feelings had been hurt. 

“Well, my little man, did you want to see 
mer à 

“Are you a lawyer?” 

“Yes. What do you want? ? 

“I want”—and there was a resolute ring in 
his voice—“ I want a divorce from, my papa 
and mama.’ 


UNIT 


ENERAL LEONARD WOOD tells the 
story of a captain to whom was assigned 
a new orderly, a fresh recruit. 

“Your work will be to clean my boots, but- 
tons, belt, and so forth, shave me, see to my 
horse, which you must groom thoroughly, and 
clean the equipment. After that you go at 
your hut, help to serve the breakfast, and 
after breakfast lend a hand washing up. At 
eight o’clock you go on parade and drill till 
twelve o’clock——”’ 
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“Excuse me, sir,” broke in the recruit, “is 
there any one else in the army besides me?” 


A LIMIT TO ALL THINGS 


HE applicant for the job of office-boy pre- 

sented his credentials in a manner that be- 
spoke his entire confidence that the position 
would be his. The sour-looking old gentleman 
at the head of the establishment read the 
paper carefully and then surveyed the boy 
searchingly. 

“It is certainly a very nice thing for you to 
have these recommendations from the minister 
of your church and your Sunday-school 
teacher,” said he, “and | must admit that you 
look honest. All the same, I’d like to have a 
few words from someone that knows you on 
week-days.” 


HOPELESS? 


E WAS the four-year-old offspring of the 
beloved minister of a well-known and 
popular church, a minister renowned for his 
eloquent appeal to life. One day the young son 
and heir was having trouble with his go-cart, 


79 


Lis EN) TOY Hee Ste 


when a neighbour passing by was appealed to 
for help. The neighbour felt incompetent to 
advise, and asked: 

“Why don’t you go to your father and find 
out what’s the matter? Hell know.” 

“No use,” said the little chap in disgust. 
“He won’t know. He don’t know anything 
except about God!” 


REST GURE 


CERTAIN dentist, who had been made 
nervous by frequent burglaries in his vi- 
cinity, was somewhat startled by having a man 
come regularly at the same hour every evening 
and sit on his doorstep. He finally suggested 
that if it would be all the same to him he would 
be pleased to have him divide his attention and 
sit on some neighbour’s doorstep for a while. 
“But it wouldn’t be the same,” shouted the 
visitor in return, “nor anything like it. You 
are a dentist, and I have an aching tooth, and 
I haven’t the courage to have it pulled out. I 
come here every afternoon trying to make up 
my mind to have it out, and as soon as I come 
in sight of your house it stops aching, but when 
I sit on your doorstep, and the confounded 
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thing knows it can be pulled out if it gives me 
trouble, I have some rest.” 


WHAT SIN A NAME? 


OW do you like your job?” asked the visi- 
tor of the old caretaker. 

“Oh, I likes the job all right, sir,” replied the 
old man, “but I don’t like the names they calls 
me. At my first place I was called the beetle.” 

“Oh, yes, the beadle,”’ said the visitor. 

“Then at the Presbyterian Church I was the 
apparition.” 

“Surely you mean the apparitor?”’ 

“Ts that it, sir? Well, anyway, here they 
calls me the virgin.” 


ROUGH COURSE 


N ASTRONOMER was entertaining a 

Scotch friend. He showed his visitor the 
moon through a telescope and asked him what 
he thought of the satellite. “It’s a’ richt,” re- 
plied the Scot who was an enthusiastic golfer, 
“but it’s awfu’ fu’ o’ bunkers.” 
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WHAT MORE COULD HE ASK? 


p AFRAID I shall require some proof of your 
identity, madam,” said the bank cashier, 
when the none-too-fair lady presented a check 
for payment. And he looked the kind of man 
who thoroughly enjoys a little unpleasantness. 

“Oh, I will give you as many proofs as you 
like,” she answered, sweetly. “I’m the ‘old 
girl with the face’ on the other side of the fence, 
who will have her ‘infernal piano’ up against 
your dining-room wall. Last night when you 
got in, your wife said to you: ‘If you don’t turn 
up at a respectable hour to-morrow night, PI 
give you such a piece of my mind as you’ve 
never heard yet, you unfeeling, selfish | 

“Notes or gold?” hastily interrupted the 
cashier. 


BRA DE 


HIS story, told by Sir Auckland Geddes 
at a dinner in Dark Harbour, depends 
quite largely upon the telling: 

“Little nations sometimes exercise a certain 
pardonable duplicity in getting favours from big 
nations. This may be wrong, but it is certainly 
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politic. Little nations can’t use force, you 
know. In the Mile End Road one evening a 
little fellow began to bawl and scream. ‘Oh, me 
farden! I’ve lost me brite farden!’ A group 
of young costers were loafing near-by, and one of 
them said: ‘’Ere, mates, let’s ’elp this pore kid 
find ’is farden.’ So, in the goodness of their 
hearts, they all began to search laboriously, 
while the urchin continued to bawl: ‘Oh, me 
farden! Me brite farden!’ Ina minute or two 
one of the costers found the lost coin. ‘’Ere’s 
yer farden, kid,’ he said, and then a ray from 
the street lamp fell on it and he yelled: ‘W’y, it 
ain’t a farden at all. It’s ’arfa quid!’ ‘Garn!’ 
said the boy, as he snatched his money. ‘Think I 
was goin’ to let you blokes know it was a ten- 
shilling piece? Why, one of ye would ’a’ ad 
is foot on it afore I’d time ter turn round.’” 


A CANNY CANINE 


REGULAR customer at a baker’s shop 
was a dog, which carried a penny in its 
mouth for the purchase of a bun. 
On several occasions the dog did not return 
home as usual with the bun, and its master, 
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fearing that robbery was the cause, decided to 
watch events. 

The next morning it was discovered that the 
animal carefully buried the penny near by and 
trotted home again. Later, on passing the 
baker’s shop, the dog’s master was enlightened 
by the notice he saw displayed on the window: 
“Buns one penny each, or seven for sixpence!” 


THE HOME TOUCH 


HE burglar had entered the house as 

quietly as possible, but his shoes were not 
padded, and they made some noise. He had 
just reached the door of the bedroom when he 
heard someone moving in the bed, as if about to 
get up, and he paused. The sound of a woman’s 
voice floated to his ears: 

“If you don’t take off your boots when you 
come into this house,” it said, “there’s going to 
be trouble, and a lot of it. Here it’s been rain- 
ing for three hours, and you dare to tramp over 
carpets with your muddy boots on. Go down- 
stairs and take them off this minute.” 

He went downstairs without a word, but he 
didn’t take off his boots. Instead he went 
straight out into the night again, and the pal, 
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who was waiting for him, saw a tear glisten in 
his eye. 

“I can’t rob that house,” he said. “It re- 
minds me of home.” 


DULY CLASSIFIED 


T A coloured camp-meeting in Louisiana 
the following sermon was delivered by a 
very black old darky wearing huge spectacles: 
“Brethren and sistern, de preachifying dis 
mawnin’ will be frum de text on de ten virgins. 
De bridegroom war a-comin’ and ’spectin’ dem 
ten virgins to be ready wif dere lamps all 
trimmed and a-burnin’, but, lo, when he was 
come he done foun’ dat on’y five of dem virgins 
war ready; yes, sir, five was trimmed and five 
was ontrimmed; five was wise and five was 
onwise; five was ready and five was onready; 
five was male and five was female.” 


WOOLWORTHY ART 


YOUNG man from Los Angeles was paying 
a visit to a cousin in San Francisco who is 
very “strong” for the new movement in art, 
and who took him to visit a futurist art ex- 
hibition. The Los Angeles youth remained 
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quiet during the view. “Well,” said the cousin 
at last, “you don’t seem to be particularly 
enthusiastic about the pictures. What do you 
think of them?” “Think!” exclaimed the 
youth from Los Angeles. “Why, man, I’ve got 
two aunts in Glendale that can knit better 
pictures than these.” 


SUPER FOG 


F COURSE,” said Lord Northcliffe, 

“you've heard the fog story about the fog 
which was so thick that the boys sat on the 
fences and heaved fog balls at the passersby? 
I gave a prize of a guinea for that story when | 
started Answers, my penny weekly, in my 
youth. But another fog story that won an 
Answers prize of three guineas was about a 
London merchant who received one foggy 
morning a telephone message from his clerk. 
‘I’m sorry, sir,’ the clerk said, ‘but I can’t come 
down to the office this morning on account of the 
fog. I have not yet arrived home yesterday.’”’ 


HE RAL ULGIK 


HE Piute Indians of California are notori- 

ously lacking in chivalry toward their 

women. Uncle Arch Farrington was driving 
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down Westgard Pass road one hot summer after- 
noon and met Fatty Jack, a fat Piute, astride a 
small pony, which was visibly wobbly under 
his burden, coming up. Uncle Arch was in- 
censed to note Jack’s wife about fifty feet behind 
the pony carrying a sack of flour and toiling 
along on foot. As he met the Indian, Uncle 
Arch called angrily to Jack: “What for you 
ridem pony, makem squaw walk?” Fatty 
Jack, not deigning to stop or argue the ethics of 
the situation, called over his shoulder as he 
passed on, “She no gottem horse.” 


WHOLESALE ENDORSEMENT 


N OLD road-mender sat on the shafts of 
his wheelbarrow, proudly surveying the 

few yards of the country lane he had swept and 
garnished in his day’s work. The sun shone, 
the robin that shared his crust of bread sang to 
him blithely, but there was still another good 
reason why his weather-beaten, rugged old face 
wore a look of good content. “I be a-going to 
be married, sir,” was the amazing confession he 
made to us as we passed the time of day. 
“And I be happy to say, sir,” he added, “that 
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I be a-going to be married with the full consent 
of all the childer, on both sides.” 


SLES PAE NESTE 


HOMAS LAMONT said at a dinner at 

Williams College during the sessions of the 
Institute of Politics: “Let us admit that some 
political institutions, some governmental ideas, 
are as absurd as the bired man. ‘Gosh, what 
a turn I just had,’ said the hired man to the 
cook. ‘In passin’ the hog pen I seen the boss 
hangin’ from a beam. Gosh, it fair turned my 
stomach.’ ‘But, Peleg, you cut him down, of 
course?’ gasped the cook. ‘My goodness, Peleg, 
you don’t say you didn’t cut him down!’ 
‘Wall, I didn’t,’ grunted the hired man. ‘Oh, 
why didn’t your’ “Cause he wasn’t dead yet, 
that’s why.’”’ 


HUE GiG SAH Ag Var ulus 


iG WAS a foreign class composed of Slavs and 
one Italian. This unbalanced race distri- 
bution resulted in the little Italian boy being at 
the mercy of the others, and they were certainly 
aware of it. The teacher was examining this 
group in the use of words. After a few more or 
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less successful answers she came to the word 
“disguise,” and also to the little Italian’s turn. 
“Now,” she said, “I want to know the meaning 
of disguise. Tony, you give me a sentence with 
disguise in it.” Tony gazed at the grinning 
faces of his classmates, who not so very long 
before had been teasing him, and replied with 
vehemence: “I hate dese guys.” 


ACTIONS 


FARMER, being short of teams, hitched a 

mule and an ox together to help with the 
hauling. When the team had gone a mile 
down the road the ox stopped, lay down, and 
refused to go further. The farmer said nothing; 
simply unhitched the animal, returned it to the 
stable, and made the mule pull the wagon the 
rest of the day. 

That night the ox spoke to the mule confi- 
dentially. “What did the boss say to-day?” 
he asked. “Nothing that I heard,” replied the 
mule. 

The next day the ox was hitched with the 
mule again. This time he lay down at the end 
of half a mile. Again the farmer calmly un- 
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hitched him, put him back in the stable, and 
made the mule do the hauling. 

“What did the boss say.this time?” asked 
the ox that night. “I didn’t hear him say 
anything,” replied the mule, “but he’s leaning 
over the fence out there talking to a butcher.” 


GOTNG URP 


HE little daughter of a member of Parlia- 

ment was sitting one evening on her father’s 
knee. She had a new little brother whom she 
regarded with wonder, as children do regard the 
latest usurper before they have learned to love 
him. 

“To-day,” said her father, “a man offered to 
give me a whole roomful of gold for little 
brother. Shall I sell him?” 

The child shook her head. 

“But,” said the father, “think how many 
nice things a roomful of gold would buy! 
Don’t you think I’d better let the man have 
hime” 

“No,” answered the little girl, thoughtfully; 
“let’s keep him till he’s older; he’ll be worth 
more then.” 
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A SIGN 


e. little suburb of Mudville cannot by any 
stretch of imagination be considered a busy 
place. The railway upholds the reputation of 
the village. 

A visitor to Mudville realized this recently 
after waiting four hours for an overdue train. 
He approached the porter: 

“Isn’t the train coming soon?” he inquired 
mildly. Just at that moment a dog came 
trotting up the line, and a glad smile illuminated 
the porter’s face. 

“Oh, yes, sir,” replied the official; “‘it’ll be 
getting here now. Here comes the engine- 
driver’s dog.” 


RICHARD WAS MODEST 


T WAS in the country and Richard, who 
lived about a mile away, had called on his 
girl. As he was saying good-night, it began to 
rain, and Dolly persuaded him to wait until it 
was over. He had waited for more than an 
hour, and the storm was getting worse. At the 
end of another hour it had acquired the pro- 
portions of a hurricane. 
At this juncture Dolly’s mother suggested 
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that Richard should spend the night under her 
roof, and the young man accepted readily. 
Excusing herself, Dolly went to put the spare 
bedroom in order. 

This took some time. When at last every- 
thing was ready, she came downstairs. Rich- 
ard was there all right, but he was out of 
breath, and wet and bespattered with mud. 

“What is the matter? Where have you 
been?” she asked. 

“I ran home to get my night-shirt,” replied 
Richard blushingly. 


A PAS SUNG ACOU ALND AN CE S Hise 


HEY had just been introduced in the 
smoking-room of the club. 
“Do you know, Colonel,” said the major, “I 
cannot help thinking I have met you before?” 
“And strangely enough, sir, I have a similar 
feeling with regard to you.” 
“Were you at the storming of Flareupatum?P”’ 
“T was, Major.” 
“And were you present at the time the fort 
exploded and blew up the entire place?” 
“I had that honour!” 
“Then I know where I have seen you before. 
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I passed you as you were going up and I was 
coming down.” 


FOR GOOD MEASURE 


HE son of a well-known ‘physician loves to 
“play doctor.” 

The little fellow makes the rounds of neigh- 
bouring houses, inquiring as to the health of the 
inmates. Usually he has with him an assort- 
ment of dolls—his “patients” in lieu of larger 
ones. 

Recently he called at a home and asked, 
“Anybody ill here?”’ 

He was answered in the negative. 

“Oh, well,” he said, with professional non- 
chalance, producing two of his dolls, “ PI leave 
a couple of babies, anyway!” 


WHY NOT MAKE IT UNANIMOUSP 


INNER was over, the ladies had retired 

to the drawing-room, and the men, over 
their coffee and cigars, were talking of love. 

Suddenly the host exclaimed, “Well, gentle- 

men, I tell you this: I have kissed the South 

Sea Island maiden; I have kissed the dainty 
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Japanese maiden; | have kissed the girls of 
England, of Spain, of France, and of America; 
but I tell you truthfully to kiss my wife is best 
of all.” 

Then a young man across the table cried out, 
excitedly, “By Jove, sir, you’re right there!” 


BLACKGROUNDP 


PREACHER was addressing the Sunday- 
school and explaining the significance of 
white. 

“Why,” he asked, “does a bride desire to be 
clothed in white at her marriage?” 

As no one answered, he went on: “Because 
white stands for joy, and the wedding day is 
the most joyous event in a woman’s life.” 

Immediately a little fellow interrupted: 
“Please, sir, why do the men all wear black?” 


CONCERNING JOCK AND MAGGIE 


AGGIE,” said Jock, whose mind was 

made up to propose—and after they had 

talked about everything else for the last hour— 
“wasna I here on Sawbith nicht?” 
“Aye, Jock, I dare say ye were.” 
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“And wasna I here on Monday nicht?” 

“ Aye, so ye were.” 

“And I was here on Tuesday nicht?” 

“Aye, ye did happen here on Tuesday nicht.” 

“And I was here on Wednesday nicht?” 

“Aye, so ye were, Jock, so ye were.” 

“And I was here on Thursday nicht?” 

“PII no’ deny that ye were, Jock.” 

“And I was here on Friday nicht?” 

“Aye, I’m thinking that’s so.” 

“And this is Saturday nicht, and I’m here 
again?” 

“Weel, what for no’? Ye are vera welcome.” 

“ Maggie” (desperately), “d’ye no’ begin to 
smell a rat?” 


FRACTIONAL 


EN. ST. CLAIR MULHOLLAND, veteran 
and historian of the Civil War, tells an 
incident showing the utter worthlessness of Con- 
federate paper money at the close of the war. 
“Shortly after Lee’s surrender,” says the 
general, “ I was a short distance from Richmond. 
Two Confederate soldiers were going home to 
become men of peace again. One had a lame, 
broken-down horse, which he viewed with pride. 
“Wish I had him, Jim, said the other. 
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‘What will you take for him? Pll give you 
$20,000 for him.’ 

“No, said Jim. 

“Give you $50,000.’ 

“No, said Jim. 

“‘Give you $100,000,’ his friend urged. 

“Not much,’ replied Jim. ‘I> just gave 
$120,000 to have him shod.’”’ 


TYPOGRAPHICAL 


HE ending of my story has been completely 

spoiled by careless proofreading,” com- 
plained the angry author. “So?” replied the 
publisher, soothingly. “Yes, exactly so,” re- 
joined the author. “Here at the conclusion, 
where the judge looks down at the detective 
and asks, ‘Are you Pendleton King?’ what does 
the printer make him say? Listen: ‘The 
famous detective, snatching off his beard, re- 
plied: “1 a. m.”’” “That certainly leaves 
the reader in the dark,” remarked the publisher. 


NO CAUSE FOR ALARM 


HE partners of a well-known Stock Ex- 
change house were having a dinner con- 
ference at an uptown hotel. One of them ap- 
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peared worried during the progress of the meal, 
and finally he was queried as to the cause of his 
fit of abstraction. 

“I just happened to remember that I neg- 
lected to lock the safe before I left the office,” 
he replied. 

“Why worry?” said another member of the 
firm. “We are all here.” ; 


VERNACULAR 


N THE East End school a mistress was read- 
ing to her class Shelley’s “Ode to a Sky- 
lark.” To test the intelligence of her scholars 
she asked if they could put into different words, 
expressing the same meaning, the line, “Hail to 
thee, blithe spirit—bird thou never wert.” An 
arm shot up from the back row. “Well, 
Johnny, let us hear how you would put it.” 
“Hi, cocky. You ain’t no blinkin’ bird.” 


Web tigi ove IG halon Y 


TANDING on the slippery pavement of a 
small Southern town one rainy night, like 
sailors on a reeling deck, they were discussing 
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a member of their party who had to retire from 
the scene of action. The principal speaker in 
the group appeared to be having some difficulty 
in keeping his footing on the swaying pavement. 
The buildings on either side bowed and rocked. 
The telephone poles did some sort of contortion- 
ist stunt, and even his voice was a bit thick. 
““Where’s Sam?” another member of the group 
asked him. “We took him home,” the first 
speaker informed him between hiccoughs. 
“Was he drunk?” “Drunk? It took three of 
us to get his hat in the car.” 


AN ENGLISHMAN S VIEW 


RETIRED naval officer said that he could 

not understand all “this disarmament 
nonsense.” No, sir! What would Britain be 
without her Navy? Had we forgotten Trafal- 
gar? Was it not our glory and our tradition to 
maintain the freedom of the seas? 

It was pointed out to him that this was an 
attempt—wise or not, as events may prove— 
to remove the menace from the seas. 

“Hang it all, sir!” roared the old sea warrior, 
bristling. “What’s the confounded sea for?” 
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AWFUL! 


SMALL girl asked her mother: “If I grow 
up, will I have a husband like papa?” 
“Yes, my dear,” mother replied. “And if I 
do not get married, will I be an old maid like 
Aunt Susan?” “Yes,” was the reply. The 
little girl thought for a minute, put her hands 
to her head, and said: “ Well, I am in a fix.” 


EMBARRASSING 


N VOLUMINOUS skirts and with pockets 

placed in mysterious, ungetatable positions, 
an old lady entered a bus. Along came the 
conductor, who asked her for her fare. Then 
the inevitable search began. She stuck her 
elbow into her neighbours’ ribs, played a game 
of catch-as-catch-can round her own waist, 
fidgeted and fumbled, but all to no purpose. 
The purse could not be unearthed. At last the 
man sitting next to her could bear it no longer. 

“Madame,” he said, in reproachful tones, 
“I shall be glad if you will make up your mind 
where your purse is, and find it as quickly as 
possible. You’ve undone my braces twice 
already!” 
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COME NOW! 


CLOTHING manufacturer was fond of 
letting his employees know at all times 
that he was “boss.” 

One day one of his employees remarked, 
“It looks as though we’re going to have rain 
to-day!” 

To which the employer replied, “We're going 
to have rain? How long have you been a 
member of the firm?” 


CHILDREN’S SENSE OF HUMOUR 


R. KIMMINS is chief inspector of ele- 

mentary schools in the London district, 
and he sought to analyze the sense of humour 
in school children. On his first request for 
funny stories and jokes he was overwhelmed 
with 10,000, which cured him of a desire for 
such stories for the rest of his life. 

Dr. Kimmins tells two tales of mocked in- 
spectors. One who was a fat inspector called 
out a brilliant little girl and asked her name. 
“Mary,” she replied. ‘That is funny,” said 
the inspector, “as I have a little Mary at home.” 
On which an irreverent boy whispered audibly 
to his neighbour: “Any one can see that.” 
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Another inspector wrote upon a blackboard: 
“Do not throw matches about; remember the 
Fire of London.” As he left he heard a small 
boy say: “Don’t spit; remember the Flood.” 

The psychological importance of the lecture 
was his analysis of the sort of humour that ap- 
peals to boys, girls, and Jews (who are markedly 
different from the rest) at different ages. The 
very young child is amused only at drama, 
funny actions, faces, and noises. A teacher who 
tried a number of the jokes of George Robey, 
London’s leading vaudeville comedian, on in- 
fants, could not excite so much as a smile. At 
seven puns began to appeal, and Charlie Chap- 
lin is popular because he does things other 
people are not allowed to do; but Punch and 
Judy are still even a greater favourite. 

At eight girls regard boys as the best examples 
of stupidity, but the compliment is not re- 
turned. At nine comes one of the big changes, 
and the most popular of all stories is the jumper 
story—mother is knitting, the cat swallows the 
ball of wool rolling on the floor and soon after- 
ward has kittens, all of which are born with 
jumpers. 

At ten, funny books, notably “Alice in 
Wonderland,” ‘‘Helen’s Babies,’ and “Three 
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Men in a Boat,” are enjoyed. Riddles are less 
popular and puns much improved. It was a 
child of ten who was told to write a story bring- 
ing in the phrase “bitter end.” He wrote: 
“Our dog ran after our cat and bit her end.” 
At twelve the most amazing mental change 
takes place. Humour nearly vanishes, owing 
to the great rapidity of growth and other physi- 
cal changes, but rebellious feelings increase, 
and Irish and American stories become popular. 
A joke to be popular must be at someone 
else’s expense. A favourite story is that of the 
old woman whose parrot used to say, “I wish 
the old lady were dead,” and so was sent to the 
rector’s house to companion his more religious 
bird, who at once replied to his visitor’s sentence 
with “We beseech Thee to hear us, good Lord.” 
Girls recover their humour at thirteen, boys 
not till fourteen or fifteen, but the latter enjoy 
“scores” or smart answers. “When Lloyd 
George was at your age he was top of the form,” 
said a teacher, to which the boy replied, “When 
he was your age he was Prime Minister.” 
From fourteen to fifteen the standard of hu- 
mour steadily improves, and among authors 
W. W. Jacobs and Ian Hay have an extraordi- 
nary popularity. Dr. Kimmins analyzed one 
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favourite story popular with children of seven- 
teen or so. A nervous man reading the Lessons 
in Church reads at the bottom of one page, 
“Moses was sick,” turns over two pages by 
mistake and continues, “And the lot fell upon 
Aaron.” 

The lecturer gave many incidents of children’s 
misunderstanding of the point. There is an 
old joke, “Have you been to Ben Nevis?” 
“Yes, I called, but he was out.” But in re- 
tailing the story the child substituted Snowdon 
for Ben Nevis. It is the sort of misunderstand- 
ing which caused an author’s child to write in 
the beginning of a Bible she gave to her mother 
the words, “With the author’s compliments.” 


[Those who are Gifted Enough to Recite the 
Cockney Dialect will Enjoy Doing the Extracts 
that Follow] 


MRS. MAY SPEAKS HER MIND 
From “4A Sister to Assist’ Er,” by John le Breton 
and Thomas le Breton (Cecil Palmer) 

F ME and the lady what let me lodgings ’adn’t 

’ad a little dispute, I might ’a’ been there to 

this day. ’Ow she came to ’it ’erself on the 
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back o’ the ’ead with a kittle of biling water, I 
don’t know, and it ain’t for me to say; but to 
tell the magistrate as I throwed it was too much 
for me indignation. 


* * * * 


I ’ad to do another fourteen days. Not as I 
minded, for a lady must live somewhere, and 
they do take a lot o’ care for you at them 
places. They was quite pleased to see me 
back, too, being sich a fav’rite everywhere, and 
they give me the same old bedroom. It was 
like going ’ome. 

* * x X 

Both the gents as I cleaned for wrote and 
said as they wouldn’t never want my services 
again. One.of them put in ’is letter for a joke, 
that if I came round ’e’d ’ave me put out. 
But I ’adn’t the ’eart for a bit o’ fun, and I 
never went round. 

utes Sey, oy 


“Why not?” I arsts meself. “Why shouldn’t 
I borrow them things o Ducky’s and make out 
as I’m me own sister? Then I could give that 
low woman a bit o me mind.” So off I goes 
round to Ducky’s house. I lets meself in with 
me own key. Sure enough there was the 
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clothes. I must say as I was surprised at me- 
self when I got them on. They looked as if 
they was made for me. 


* * * x 


I kep’ on knocking, and down she come. I 
’ad ’ard work not to laugh in ’er face as she 
stared at me, never reckernizing me. 

“Is Mrs. May hin?” I arsts, proud-like. 

“No, mum, she ain’t,’”’ she says, civil, the 
deceitful ’ussy. ‘‘’Oo shall I say called?” 
She was quite knocked silly, as the saying is, 
by the clothes. 

“Oh, just say ’er sister, Mrs. le Browning,” 
I answers, extra ’aughty. 

“Oh!” she says, smiling like a serpent as 
she is, “I might ’a’ knowed you, mum, by 
your likeness to dear Mrs. May. Won’t you 
come in?” 

“No, thank you,” I answers, “‘as the ’orses 
is round the corner; though I tole John to 
walk ’em up and down a respeckable street.” 

rae eee ae 

“Can I offer you nothink, mum?” she arsts 
me in ’er low, deceitful way. I do ’ate deceit. 

“I suppose you haven’t a little Madeira 
sherry wine?” I says, careless like. 
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“No,” she says, looking disappointed. “I 
run out of that.” 

The liar! Why, she never ’ad none, as well 
I know. And I do ’ate liars. 

“It’s of no consequence,” I says, “‘on’y the 
dust from the ’orses do get into one’s mouth so 
dreadful.” 


* x * * 


I ’ad ’arf a mind to give ’im a napenny, but 
you never know what boys get spending money 
on, so I jest told ’im that if ever I saw the per- 
lice after ’im, ’e might be sure I’d say nothink. 


* * * x 


“Oh!” ’e says, “ladies is meant to live down 
‘ere to make this ’ere place like ’eaven.”’ 

It were wonderful ’ow poetical ’e were. I 
never heard but one man like ’im, and ’e were 
on’y so when ’e were drunk. 

* * * * 


I knew as she knew as I knew the way to 
talk to the brokers, me ’aving ’ad experience. 
Most ladies get flabbergasted, as the saying 
is, and let out things as they shouldn’t let out, 
and they can’t look a gent in the eyes and make 
out things is all right when they isn’t. That’s 
where | knew as she knew I were invaluable. 
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HERBERT’ S HONEYMOON 


HOUSEMAID gave notice because she was 
going to have the banns put up. 

Her month had almost elapsed when the girl 
who was engaged to take her place wrote to say 
that she would be unable to begin her duties 
until a fortnight after the date on which her pre- 
decessor had arranged to be married. 

The maid was asked by her mistress to post- 
pone the ceremony. 

“Change the date, change your fate, ma’am,”’ 
answered the girl. “Its like flying in the face 
of Providence to alter wedding arrangements; 
but if ’Erbert is agreeable, I don’t mind getting 
married and then coming back for a fortnight.” 

The young man offered no objection, and half 
an hour after the ceremony the bride was back 
at her usual duties. 

“And has your husband gone back to work, 
too, Mary?” asked her mistress. 

“No, ma’am,” answered Mary, proudly. 
“’Erbert’s gone to ’Astings for his honeymoon.” 


TREATMENT FOR VOLUBILITY 
BERNETHY was supposed to influence 
people by a brusqueness amounting to 
absolute rudeness. It is related that one day a 
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very voluble lady took her daughter, who was 
ill, to see him. 

“Which of you two wants to consult me?” 
said Abernethy. 

“My daughter,” replied the elder woman. 

Abernethy then put a question to the girl. 
Before she had a chance to reply her mother 
began a long story. Abernethy told her to be 
quiet and repeated his question to the girl. A 
second time the woman began a story, and a 
second time he told her to be quiet. Then she 
interrupted him a third time. 

“Put your tongue out,” he said to the mother. 

“But there’s nothing the matter with me,” 
she exclaimed. 

“Never mind, put your tongue out,” he com- 
manded. 

Thoroughly overawed, the woman obeyed. 

“Now keep it out,” said Abernethy. And he 
proceeded to examine the girl. 


A SPECIAL FAVOUR 


E WAS the new curate, and it was the 

morning of his first sermon. He wanted 
to make an impression, and was determined not 
to neglect his personal appearance. 
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In the act of smoothing his hair, he said to 
the old verger, under his breath, “Could you 
get me a glass? A small one will do.” 

The verger hurried away. Soon he returned, 
concealing something under his coat. 

“I know what nervousness is,” he said. 
“Pve brought you a whole bottle.” 

He produced a bottle of whisky. The curate 
gasped. 

“ B—but ” he began. 

“Sh!” said the verger. “Pd never have got 
it if I hadn’t said it was for you.” 


UP TO DR.-B.LAN K 


O HAVE themselves called publicly out of 

a crowded place of entertainment on the 
pretense that they are urgently wanted by im- 
portunate patients is stated to be one of the 
stock methods of advertising resorted to by 
young doctors, who wish to build up a practice. 
A budding physician tried this device. He in- 
structed his boy to go to the doorkeeper of the 
theatre and say that a patient of his was in 
urgent need of attention. “Right you are, 
sir!”? said the servant, with a solemn wink. 
“You leave it to me. PII manage it all right.” 
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But apparently the honest retainer exceeded 
instructions in his zeal, for at the end of the 
second act the manager appeared before the 
curtain and made this announcement: “If Dr. 
Blank is in the audience, I am requested to tell 
him that he is wanted at once, as the poor 
fellow he gave some physic to this afternoon 
has been having fits ever since!” 


THOSE IRRESPONSIBLE CHILDREN 


NDREW CARNEGIE, at one of his fa- 

mous dinners in New York, talked about 
the prodigal and ostentatious expenditure of a 
certain type of New York millionaire, says 
the Washington Star. “He takes a Velasquez,” 
said Mr. Carnegie, “and cuts it into three 
strips so that it will go on a screen. Paul 
Bourget told the world about that. And I 
heard the other day another thing about him. 
A gentleman was being shown over the $3,000,- 
ooo palace of one of these millionaires. The 
gentleman stopped before an enormous mirror 
and said: ‘What a large and perfect glass! 
Pity it’s scratched!’ ‘It is rather a pity!’ said 
the millionaire carelessly, and, turning to his 
majordomo, he said, ‘Don’t let the children 
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have any more diamonds to play with, Mau- 
rice.’”’ 


FINAL INFORMATION 


N A time of distressing drought a harassed 

amateur agriculturist stepped into a shop to 
buy a barometer. : The shopman was giving a 
few stereotyped instructions about indications 
and pressures, when the purchaser impatiently 
interrupted him. “Yes, yes,” said he, “that’s 
all right, but what I want to know is, how do 
you set the thing when you want it to rain?” 


A RANK EXCEPTION 


AID the sharp-tongued woman who had to 

stand in a subway train to the mild- 
mannered man beside her, according to the 
New York Sun: “If you should ever keep a 
seat in a car when I was with you and allow some 
woman to stand I would never speak to you 
again as long as I live.” The tired-looking 
man sitting in front of the couple looked up 
enviously. ‘‘ Young fellow,” he said, “heaven 
has been kind to you. There are not many of 
us could get peace that easily.” 
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SERANGE? 


HE new professor in the girls’ college was 
a German and not fluent with the English 
language. So when Miss Ellis had not been 
proficient in her recitation the good-hearted 
professor made up his mind to help her a bit 
after the class had been dismissed. And to the 
amazement of the class the professor asked: 
“Miss Ellis, may I, after the class has gone, 
hold you for a few minutes?” 


SHORTHANDED 


AMBO, in heaven, had just got Rastus, far 

below, on the asbestos ouija board. 
“Hello, Rastus. How you gettin’ along?” 
“Oh, I’se havin’ a fine time. Don’t haf to 
work much; jest shovel in some coal now and 
then. How you-all?” “Pse workin’ purty 
hard. We haf to sweep up de clouds, pull in de 
stahs, switch on de light, an’ give de ole sun a 
shove every mornin’.” “How come you-all 
have so much work to do?” ‘Well, sah, to 
tell the truth, we’re kinda short o’ help up 
heah.” 
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THE TOWN DWELLER’S VIEWPOINT 


HE teacher in an East Side schoolroom had 

been telling the class about the four seasons. 
Then she began her questioning. “How many 
seasons have we?” she asked Rachael. ‘‘ Two, 
miss,” replied the little denizen of New York’s 
sweatshop district, “slack and busy.” 


HEART RENDING 


CAPTAIN of an Atlantic liner was both- 
ered by a woman passenger who was al- 
ways inquiring about the possibility of seeing a 
whale. A dozen times a day she besought him 
to have her called if one hove in sight. “But, 
madam,” the captain asked her, rather im- 
patiently, after long suffering in silence, “why 
are you so eager to see a whale?” “Captain,” 
she answered, “my desire in life is to see a whale 
blubber. It must be very impressive to watch 
such an enormous creature cry.” 


A MAN TO BE PROUD OF 


AT FINNEGAN had left his wife in Ireland 
and gone to America to try his fortune 
and establish a home for his family in the new 
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world. It was some two or three weeks after 
Pat’s departure that his wife stood in the 
meagre garden in front of her home, looking 
down the road her man had gone, and moodily 
speculating on his success. She was rudely 
startled by the harsh voice of Mrs. O’Leary 
calling her over the fence. 

“Have you heard the news from America, 
Mrs. Finnegan?” 

“Faith, an’ Oi have not.” 

“’Tis in the paper this marnin’. Read it 
fer yersilf. ‘America gone dry. Last alco- 
holic drink sold at midnight, June 30.’” 

Mrs. Finnegan looked doubtful for a minute, 
then, swelling with pride and casting a tri- 
umphant glance at Mrs. O’Leary, she shouted 
back, “Faith, an’ Pat always said, give him two 
weeks an’ there was not a country in the world 
he couldn’t drink dry.” 


ON HIM 


Perb TARD KIPLING, during his stay in 
Wiltshire one summer, met little Dorothy 
Drew, Gladstone’s granddaughter, and took 
her in the grounds and told her stories. After 
a time Mrs. Drew, fearing that Mr. Kipling 
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must be tired of the child, called her, and said: 
“Now, Dorothy, I hope you have not been 
wearying Mr. Kipling?” “Oh, not a bit, 
mother,” replied the small celebrity, “but he 
has been wearying me.” 


THE ETERNAL FEMININE 


SUNDAY-SCHOOL teacher had been im- 
pressing upon his pupils the ultimate tri- 
umph of goodness over beauty. At the close 
of a story, in which he flattered himself that 
this point had been well established, he turned 
confidently to a ten-year-old pupil and in- 
quired: “And now, Alice, which would you 
rather be, beautiful or good?” 
“Well,” replied Alice, after a moment’s re- 
flection, “I think I’d rather be beautiful—and 
repent.” 


WHEN GREEK MEETS GREEK 


UNT TABITHA and Uncle Hiram started 
for a Christmas visit to New York, and at 
Philadelphia Uncle Hiram got out to buy a 
newspaper, and the train went off without 
him. But the railroad people were more than 
kind to Uncle Hiram in his predicament. 
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They put him on an extra rapid express, and he 
actually arrived in New York twenty minutes 
ahead of Aunt Tabitha. He stood at the exit 
in his black Sunday suit, carpet-bag in hand, 
when she came forth. 

“Here we are again, hey?” he said, clasping 
her waist jocosely. “I tell ye, Tabithy, gal, I 
thought I’d lost ye for good.” 

But Aunt Tabitha had drawn herself up 
straight and stiff. She was frowning as black 
as a thundercloud. 

“You clear out, mister!” she hissed. “None 
o° yer New York confidence tricks on me. | 
left my Hiram in Philadelphia.” 


JUST A REMINDER 


T WAS a thrilling story that McGregor had 

to tell. 

“I had abandoned all hope,” he said. “As 
I sank for the third time my past life seemed 
to rise before me in a series of grim, realistic 
pictures.” 

A murmur of sympathy rolled from the lips 
of listening friends; but just as McGregor was 
preparing to resume McTavish interrupted him 
sharply and hopefully. “And did you happen 
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to notice,” he asked, “a picture of me lending 
you a fiver in the autumn of 1919?” 


iE A DENIGs U PaO eer 


PM divine was asked one day 
to conduct an “experience meeting” at a 
coloured church in the South. 

A coloured woman arose and bore witness to 
the preciousness of her religion as light-bringer 
and comfort-giver. 

“That’s good, sister,” commented the di- 
vine. “But now about the practical side. 
Does your religion make you strive to prepare 
your husband a good dinner? Does it make you 
look after him in every way?” 

Just then the divine felt a yank at his coat 
tails by the coloured preacher, who whispered 
ardently: “Press dem questions, doctor; press 
dem questions. Dat’s my wife!” 


AN EASY SOLUTION 


CERTAIN Irish member of Parliament, 
popular and a bachelor, had been very 
polite, to the daughter of the house where he 
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was visiting. When the time came for him to 
go, the too-anxious mama called him in for a 
serious talk. “Pm sure I don’t know what to 
say,” she went on; “’tis reported all around 
that you are to marry Letitia.” “Just say that 
she refused me,” quietly advised the parliamen- 
tarian. 


THOSE EARLY KINGS! 


HE was very charming—this nurse from 
one of the units of our Center. Like 

many visitors to France, she was seized with 
the desire for souvenirs, and, being of a prac- 
tical turn of mind, decided to make the pur- 
chase of a pair of evening slippers. The in- 
tended deal was to be consummated at the 
Nouvelle Gallerie, and to simplify matters she 
had enlisted the services of an interpreter. 

After some difficulty she succeeded in se- 
lecting a particularly attractive pair which, the 
clerk assured her, were known as the “Louis 
Fourteenth.” 

“They’re awfully nice,” she remarked, hold- 
ing them admiringly to the light, “but a trifle 
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too large. I think a ‘Louis Thirteenth’ would 
just fit me.” 


IN THE WRONG FLOCK 


RS. PHILPOTS came panting down-stairs 

on her way to the temperance society 
meeting. She was a short, plump woman. “Ad- 
die, run up to my room and get my blue ribbon 
rosette, the temperance badge,” she directed 
her maid. “I have forgotten it. You will know 
it, Addie—blue ribbon and gold lettering.” 

“Yas’m, I knows it right well.” Addie could 
not read, but she knew a blue ribbon with gold 
lettering when she saw it, and therefore had no 
trouble in finding it and fastening it properly on 
the dress of her mistress. 

At the meeting Mrs. Philpots was too busy 
greeting her friends to note that they smiled 
when they shook hands with her. 

When she reached home supper was served, 
so she went directly to the dining-room, where 
the other members of the family were seated. 

“Gracious me, Mother!” exclaimed her son; 
“that blue ribbon— you haven’t been wearing 
that at the temperance meeting?” 

A loud laugh went up on all sides. 
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“Why, what is it, Harry?” asked the good 
woman, clutching at the ribbon in surprise. 

“Why, Mother dear, didn’t you know that 
was the ribbon I won at the show?” 

The gold lettering on the ribbon read: 


INTERSTATE POULTRY SHOW 
First Prize Bantam 


LOCATED 


ISHOP BROWN said at a dinner in Rich- 

mond: “Bigotry and religious intolerance 
are vanishing from off the earth. It wasn’t so 
when I was a child. When I was a child a little 
girl cousin came to visit us. On Sunday morn- 
ing my mother set out with her for church. 
When they passed the Baptist church the little 
girl seemed troubled. ‘Where did you say we 
were going?’ she asked. ‘We are going to wor- 
ship,’ said my mother, ‘in the house of God.’ 
Presently they turned into the Episcopal 
churchyard. ‘But this is not a Baptist church,’ 
said the little girl. ‘No,’ said my mother, ‘it is 
an Episcopal church.’ ‘Oh,’ said the little girl 
reproachfully, ‘but everybody knows that God 
is a Baptist.’” 
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CALAMITY 


HE railroad official invited the stern citizen 

to communicate his troubles. “I want 
you to give orders,” demanded the visitor, 
“that the engineer of the express which passes 
through Elm Grove at 11:55 be restrained from 
blowing his whistle Sunday mornings.” ‘Im- 
possible!” exploded the official. “What 
prompts you to make such a ridiculous re- 
quest?” ‘Well, you see,” explained the citizen 
in an undertone, “our pastor preaches until 
he hears the whistle blow and that confounded 
express was twenty minutes late last Sunday.” 


SHE CHANGED HER MIND 


HEN the lady next door called to com- 
plain that Tommy had been persecuting 
her pet cat she found the boy on the front steps. 
“I want to see your father!” she demanded. 
“I’m afraid you can’t see Pa now,” the boy 
replied respectfully. 
“I intend to see him instantly,” the lady 
insisted in a loud voice. 
“Well, all right,” the little fellow agreed, 
opening the front door. “Walk right upstairs. 
You'll find Pa in the bathroom takin’ a bath.” 
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ADVICE TO A BABY 


XERCISE systematically the muscles of the 
throat and lungs. Remember that for this 
purpose the night air is the best. 

Remember that bedclothes have but one use 
—to be kicked off. 

Always keep in reserve a certain amount of 
strength for the time when your mother or the 
nurse is obliged to go out, thus leaving you 
alone with your father. At these periods you 
can show what you really amount to. 

Insist upon being rocked to sleep every night. 
It will endear you more than ever to every- 
body. 

When on a railroad train keep as quiet as the 
grave until everybody has settled down to a 
quiet ride and the serious old gentleman in the 
next seat has remarked that he never saw such 
a good baby. Then begin to stir, and settle 
down gradually to a series of blood-curdling 
yells. 

As you grow older and are taken out in your 
baby-carriage try and break the springs by 
bouncing up and down. 

Kick the nurse in the face occasionally just 
to show her that there are no hard feelings. 
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CONDENSED 


POMPOUS man entered a restaurant and 
beckoned the waiter. “I want a chop,” 
he said, importantly. 

“Yessir,” said the waiter. 

“A lean mutton chop, waiter.” 

“Yessir,” said the waiter. 

“See that it is grilled over a quick fire. Tell 
them to have a piece of garlic placed on it for 
a few seconds.” 

“Yessir,” said the waiter. 

“And—waiter, I don’t want any sauce or 
gravy with it. Just half a grilled tomato. 
You understand?” 

“Yessir,” said the waiter. 

“Perfectly?” 

“Perfectly, sir,” said the waiter, and moved 
away. 

A moment later he reached the speaking tube. 

“One mut!” he bawled. 


PURSUED 


ATHANIEL HAWTHORNE’S handwrit- 
ing was so illegible that some of his manu- 
scripts remained unpublished because nobody 
could read them. This was likewise true of 
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Carlyle. The story is told of a type compositor 
who was employed by a London printing office 
because of a strong recommendation which he 
brought from Scotland. The first piece of 
manuscript given him to set was by Carlyle. 

“My God!” said the new typesetter. “Have 
you got that man here, too? I fled from Scot- 
land to avoid him.” 


Live MW SCA tL POR ER 


T WAS the busiest part of the day, and 

Terrence O’Flannigan rushed up to the in- 
coming train. 

“Change here!” he cried. “Change here 
for Limerickgalwayanmayo!”’ 

The station-master descended upon him. 

“Haven't I told you,” he cried, “to sing out 
the names. of stations clearly and distinctly? 
Rimimber, now—sing thim out.” 

“I will, sor,” replied the porter. And when 
the next train came in the passengers were as- 
tonished to hear Terry sing :— 


“Sweet dreamland faces, 
Passing to and fro; 
Change here for Limerick, 
Galway, and Mayo.” 
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ON TRIAL 


HERE was a picture of Daniel in the lions’ 

den in the parlour, and little Betty had 
heard the story. She knew the lions had 
been told not to hurt Daniel because he was a 
good man, but one day, in an excited aside to 
the lions, she whispered: “Bite him a little bit, 
anyway. Betty wants to see.” 


ACC OU LRN Gy POLL So 


RANCES,” said the little girl’s mamma, 

who was entertaining callers in the par- 
lour, “you came downstairs so noisily that you 
could be heard all over the house. Now go 
back and come downstairs like a lady.” 

Frances retired and after a few moments re- 
entered the parlour. 

“Did you hear me come downstairs this 
time, Mamma?” 

“No, dear; I am glad you came down quietly. 
Now, don’t ever let me have to tell you again 
not to come down noisily. Now tell these 
ladies how you managed to come down like a 
lady the second time, when the first time you 
made so much noise.” 
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“The last time I slid down the banisters,” ex- 
plained Frances. 


Ay OH ROE JE Sir A Re BsRy Ars jouer: 


GOLFER dropped into a New York store 

to buy a driver. ‘This club is off bal- 
ance,” he remarked to the clerk as he juggled 
a nice-looking brassie. “That is a special 
order club. Let me have it, please,” said the 
clerk nervously, piquing the curiosity of the 
shopper. The manager, an old friend of the 
golfer, happened along just then. “Bill,” 
asked the customer, “what the deuce is the 
matter with this club? Just heft the darned 
thing. It’s all off balance.” Bill looked wise, 
and he looked all around carefully, then he re- 
plied in a stage whisper: “Pete, that is the 
best club in the bag. It holds just two drinks 
of hooch.” 


OWNERSHIP 


YOUNG woman reporter on a country 
paper was sent out to interview leading 
citizens as to their politics. “May I see the 
gentleman of the house?” she asked of a large 
woman who opened the door at one residence. 
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“No, you can’t,’ answered the matron de- 
cisively. 

“But I want to know what party he belongs 
to,” pleaded the girl. 

“Well, take a good look at me,” she said 
sternly; “I’m the party he belongs to.” 


Reh ESRLE THAT BENDS 


MINISTER living in a “country district” 

of the Hawaiian Islands had great dif- 
ficulty in making his parishioners feel they 
were properly married until he devised the fol- 
lowing service: 

To the man: “You savvy this woman?” 
Wes a You likeer >>" Yes,”’ . By, andi by 
you no kick out?” “No.” 

To the woman: “You savvy this man?” 
ess 2 You-likeer’* Yes." By andy 
you no kick out?” “No.” “Pau (done). 
Let us pray.” 


A REGULAR 


GENIAL and hospitable innkeeper posed 
as Father Christmas. An enormous pork- 
pie graced the bar counter, and customers were 
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invited to help themselves. One Christmas 
Eve a stranger walked in, sat down, and cut 
off a huge slice. 

Half an hour later the man was eating as 
ravenously as ever, and the landlord could 
stand it no longer. 

“You'll excuse me, sir,” he remarked, tapping 
him on the shoulder, “but I don’t seem to 
remember your face. Youre not a cus- 
tomer.” 

“Pardon me,” was the polite response, as the 
stranger helped himself to another slice. “I 
was here last Christmas Eve, and’’—with his 
mouth full of pie—“if all goes well I shall be 
here next.” 


AN INSPIRATIONAL SERMON 


HE archbishop had preached a fine sermon 
on the beauties of married life. Two old 
Irish women coming out of church were heard 
commenting upon his address. 
“Tis a fine sermon his reverence would be 
after givin’ us,” said Bridget. 
“It is indade,” replied Maggie, “and I wish 
I knew as little about the matter as he 
does.” 
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OBDURATE 


Py ean traveller who tried to pass a 
mealticket on the train was told by the 
conductor that he would have to pay the regu- 
lar fare of thirty-five cents. The German ar- 
gued and refused to pay more than twenty-five 
cents, whereupon the conductor stopped the 
train and put him off. In a twinkling the 
traveller ran ahead of the engine and started to 
walk on the track. The engineer blew his 
whistle violently, but the irate German turned, 
shook his fists, and called out: “ You can vissle 
all you want to; I von’t come pack.” 


A AR UE YeVEATL ACN, FB ROD 


N OLD Norfolk lady, famous for her strain 
of turkeys, sold one just before Christmas 
to a neighbour named Brown. 

But it proved particularly tough at the 
Christmas dinner, and as Brown had paid a 
stiff price for the bird, he hied to the vender 
without delay. 

“What do you mean by imposing such a 
turkey upon me—one of your oldest neigh- 
bours?” he inquired. 
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“Why, was anything wrong with it?” 

“Wrong, madam? It wasn’t good at all!” 

“Well, it ought to have been,” rejoined the 
dame. “It won first prize at the Greenwich 
Poultry Show eleven years in succession!” 


ENTEDEMA TIE 


T THE recent election a senator was 
elected who thought very favourably of his 
own tactfulness, so when he returned from his 
first visit to the Capitol, upon being asked to 
deliver an address, he started as follows: 
“ My friends, I shall not call you ladies and 
gentlemen, I know you too well.” 


AEE Na 0 HUES BAY MoI Y, 


VILLAGE far off the beaten track is seldom 
visited by the usual itinerant persons. 
The other day, when an organ-grinder ap- 
peared, most of the village children had never 
seen a monkey before. Their amusement at 
its antics was mingled with a certain amount of 
fear. Three-year-old Joan was eating a ba- 
nana at the gate. The monkey approached, 
anxious to share the fruit. Joan was so sur- 
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prised that she gave him the whole of it and 
then fled indoors to her mother for more. 

“I haven’t another banana, but here’s a 
penny you may give the monkey,” said her 
mother. 

Joan returned almost immediately. 

“Well, what did the monkey do with the 
penny?” asked her mother. 

“Oh, he gave it to his father,” replied the 
small person, airily. 


A NEWIDEA IN TIPPING 


HE travelling American is the lawful prey 

of every landlord in Europe. “Candles,” 
especially, are charged to him, though of each 
candle lighted for him during his stay only half 
an inch may have been burned. 

A New Yorker was shown to a room in a 
hotel in Brussels, where he found twenty 
candles stuck in a chandelier. As it was dark 
the attendant lighted them all; but the guest 
made him put them out immediately. 

In his bill next day, however, he found 
them charged: “Twenty candles, 10 francs” 


($2). 
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He went back to the room and took them all 
out, wrapped them in a bit of paper, and slipped 
them into his overcoat pocket. 

When he was about to leave the house he 
found the servants drawn up in two lines in the 
hall in the European style—all smiling and 
ready for the expected tip. Then he drew out 
his package and distributed the candles one to 
each as he passed out. 

“Allow me, monsieur,” said he, with a bow; 
“permit me, madame. They are very superior 
candles, I assure you; I paid ten francs apiece 
for them; good-day.”’ 


4 


PURDI NGI IF IUP iNO THM 


WITTY Irishman was invited to a dinner- 

party in the hope that he would amuse and 
divert his host’s guests. But from the begin- 
ning to the end of the dinner he preserved a 
solemn and serious face. The host was sur- 
prised. 

“Why, old fellow,” he remarked, “1 don’t 
believe the biggest fool in Ireland could make 
you laugh to-night.” 

“Try,” was the cutting rejoinder. 
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A NATURAL MISTAKE 


SCOT from Peebles emigrated to Canada, 
and the morning after his arrival hailed a 
coal-black African at a street corner. l 

“Hoot, mon,” he said, “can ye tell me 
whaur I’ll find the kirk?” 

It so happened that the African had been 
born in Scotland himself, and had a burr as 
bad as the Peebles man’s. 

“Gang richt up to yon house,” he said, 
“take the richt turnin’, and, losh, ye’re there.” 

The white Scot looked dazed. 

“ Aiblins ye’re frae Scotland yersel?’,”’ he said. 

“Richt ye are,” said the black Scot. ‘‘Aber- 
deen’s ma hame.” 

“Hoo lang ha’e ye been ower here?” 

“ Aboot two year.” 

“Heaven save us and keep us!” said the 
white Scot. “Whaur can I get the next boat 
for Glesgae? ” ; 


SHE GAVE IT UP 


OTHER,” said George, as he presented an 

L office chum who had come to spend Sat- 
urday afternoon with him, “this is my friend, 
Mr. Specknoodle.” 
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George’s mother was rather deaf. 

“I’m sorry,” she said, “but I didn’t quite 
catch the name.” 

“My friend, Mr. Specknoodle!”’ shouted 
George. 

“I’m sorry,” said his mother, “but I can’t 
hear distinctly.” 

“‘Specknoodle!”’ George fairly bellowed. 

“I’m afraid it’s no use,” said the old lady, as 
she shook her head. “It sounds just like 
‘Specknoodle’ to me.” 


POPULAR MECHANICS 


HE engineer had become tired of the boast- 

ful talk he heard from the other engine 
drivers at his boarding-house. One evening he 
began: 

“This morning I went over to see a new ma- 
chine we’ve got at our place, and it’s astonish- 
ing how it works.” 

“And how does it work?” asked one. 

“Well,” was the reply, “by means of a pedal 
attachment a fulcrumed lever converts a ver- 
tical reciprocating motion into a circular move- 
ment. The principal part of the machine is a 
huge disk that revolves in a vertical plane. 


134 


PSH Neh OP THES E 


Power is applied through the axis of the disk, 
and work is done on the periphery, and the 
hardest steel by mere impact may be reduced to 
any shape.” 

“What is this wonderful machine?” was 
asked. 

“A grindstone,” was the reply. 


HE WAS OTHERWISE ENGAGED 


UGENE FIELD was at a dinner in Lon- 
don when the conversation turned to the 
subject of lynching in the United States. It 
was the general opinion that a large percentage 
of Americans met death at the end of a rope. 
Finally the hostess turned to Field and asked: 
“You, sir, must have often seen these af- 
fairs?” 

“Yes,” replied Field, “hundreds of them.” 

“Oh, do tell us about a lynching you have 
seen yourself,” broke in half a dozen voices at 
once. 

“Well, the night before I sailed for England,” 
said Field, “ I was giving a dinner at a hotel toa 
party of intimate friends when a coloured waiter 
spilled a plate of soup over the gown of a lady 
at an adjoining table. The gown was utterly 
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ruined, and the gentlemen of her party at once 
seized the waiter, tied a rope around his neck, 
and at a signal from the injured lady swung him 
into the air.” 

“Horrible!” said the hostess with a shudder. 
“And did you actually see this yourself?” 

“Well, no,’’ admitted Field apologetically. 
“Just at that moment | happened to be down- 
stairs killing the chef for putting mustard in 
the blanc mange.” 


AREA SIF IENIGE SOUVENIR 


YOUNG American girl—a_ bride— was 
travelling in England and, naturally, she 
saw a great many souvenirs of great events. 
One guide was a particularly pompous fellow. 
“This,” he explained, “is a cannon captured 
from the Americans at the Battle of Bunker 
Hill.” 
“‘Um—indeed, yes,” answered the bride, “but 
we've got the Hill.” 


INDIFFERENT 
ERE is the original of all the mother-in- 
law stories in the world: 
As Mr. Caveman was gnawing at a bone in his 
136 


LISTEN TO THESE 


cave one morning, Mrs. Caveman rushed in and 
said, “Quick! Get your club! Oh, quick!” 
“What’s the matter?” growled Mr. Caveman. 
“Sabre-toothed tiger chasing Mother!” 
gasped his wife. 
Mr. Caveman uttered an expression of annoy- 
ance. 
“And what the deuce,” he asked, “do I care 
what happens to a sabre-toothed tiger?” 


COULDN’T FOOL HIM 


PRIEST announced that a collection would 
be taken up to defray the cost of coal for 
heating the church. 

Everybody contributed but Tim , who 
gave a sly wink as the plate was presented to 
him. The priest, after service, took his parish- 
ioner to task. 

“Now, Tim,” he said, “why didn’t you give 
something if it was but little?” 

“Faith, I’m on to yez!” said Tim. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Oh, nothing. Just that I’m on to yez; that’s 
all.” 

“Tim, your words are disrespectful. What 
do you mean?” 

“Oh, faith, Father, a-thrying to pull the wool 
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over me eyes, a-thrying to make us believe yez 
wants the money to buy coal to heat the church, 
an’ yer riverence knows it’s heated by steam!” 


ALCL THE -SvA MoE) fh OF Hal mM 


NE of a party of gentlemen left his corner 
seat in an already crowded railway car to 
go in search of something to eat, leaving a rug 
to reserve his place. On returning he found 
that, in spite of the rug and the protests of his 
fellow-passengers, the seat had been usurped 
by a woman clad in handsome clothes. With 
flashing eyes she turned upon him: 
“Do you know, sir, that I am one of the 
director’s wives?” 
“Madam,” he replied, “were you the di- 
rector’s only wife I should still protest.” 


SETTING HIM; RIGHT GRA CEFU Eisy 


YOUNG undergraduate had exceeded his 
leave by two days. 
“Well,” said the professor, “what have you 
to say for yourself?” 
“I’m sorry,” replied the student. “I really 
couldn’t get back before. I was detained by 
important business.”’ 
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The professor looked at him sternly. 

“So you wanted two more days of grace, did 
you?” he asked. 

“No, sir,” answered tne young man, off his 
guard for a moment—“‘of Marjorie.” 


SURE ENOUGH 


MIDDLE-AGED coloured woman in a 
Georgia village, hearing a commotion in a 
neighbour’s cabin, looked in at the door. On 
the floor lay a small boy writhing in great dis- 
tress while his mother bent solicitously over him. 
““What-all’s de matter wif de chile?” asked 
the visitor sympathetically. 

“I spec’s hit’s too much watermillion,” re- 
sponded the mother. 

“Ho! go ‘long wif you,” protested the visitor, 
scornfully. “Dey cyan’t never be too much 
watermillion. Hit mus’ be dat dere ain’t 
enough boy.” 


BUSINESS 


LITTLE child was crying miserably one 

afternoon in Moscow. He walked slowly 

down one of the principal streets, and his howls 
soon brought a big crowd around him. 
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“What is the matter, my child? What 
troubles you?” everyone asked. 

The boy paused finally. He looked at the 
multitude which had assembled. Then, lifting 
up his voice, he shouted in a shril! treble: 

“Pm lost. Will somebody please take me 
home to Ivan Troubestskoy, the champion 
clother of the South End, who has just got in 
his new stock of spring overcoats, suits, neck- 
ties, shirts, hats, and umbrellas, which he will 
sell cheaper than any one else in the city?” 


HER CAPACITY 


HIS story in Cockney dialect is almost too 
brutal! 

A party of ’Arrys and ’Arriets were out for a 
drive in a char a bancs. As the vehicle drew 
up at a village hostelry, Bill jumped down with 
the intention of standing a treat to a few of his 
special friends. 

“Wot yer goin’ to hev, Maria?” he inquired. 

‘Alf a pint o’ bitter, Bill,” she replied. 

“An’ you, Sally?” 

“Oh, PII ’ave the same.” 

“An wot will you ’ave, Mrs. Jones?” 

Mrs. Jones, a portly lady, had an idea that 
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she was a cut above the rest of the company, 
and, with a languid air, she remarked, “Well, I 
seldom takes anything, Bill, but I’ll jest ’ave a 
mouthful as ye’re so kind.” 

“No bloomin’ fear,” replied Bill, “you'll get 
’alf a pint like the rest, and not a drop more.” 


RESENTMENT 


WO magnificently upholstered women, 

built on generous lines, as the auto ads say, 
were waiting in the theatre lobby while the 
crowds streamed by. There came a pretty 
girl, so pretty indeed that everyone turned 
their heads to admire. As she passed the two 
women, one said: “She makes me just plain 
tired.” ‘I don’t know,” said the other, “she 
was a most beautiful creature.” “That’s just 
it,” replied the first. “I have arrived at that 
stage where a pretty girl is a personal insult.” 


HE WAS A WEE RIPPLER 
SCOTSMAN had signed the pledge, and 
the news spread quickly. One of his 
friends said to him: 
“D’ye mean to tell me, Jock, that ye’re not 
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going to have another drink as long as ye live?” 

“Aye, I do.” 

“D’ye mean to say that if ye were standing in 
a lake filled with whiskey right up to your 
knees, ye would not be caught bending?” 

“Nay!” 

“Well, suppose it was right up to your arm- 
pits, would ye stoop?” 

ENV 

“Well, if it was right up to your chin—and 
it’s Scotch whisky I’m talking o’>—would ye no 
sip it?” | 

Here Jock began to waver a little: the pros- 
pect was too tempting. There was a pause, 
then: “Well, I’m no’ saying I would, mind ye, 
but I might make a wee ripple with my hand.” 


A LEAD EASY TO FOLLOW 


CITY man who rented a secluded farm- 

house for his family during the summer 
found one old servant with his pet dog living in 
the tenant-house on the place. The city man 
had brought with him a high-bred setter dog, 
and one day out in the fields the two owners 
of these sagacious animals were telling about 
their wonderful intelligence. 
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Although nothing more than a “yaller dog” 
Sam thought his pet was wiser than many a 
dog of a higher class. 

“Its all very well, Sambo,” said the city 
man; “but here’s one your dog can’t beat. 
One day before I came out here I had occasion 
to go into the country, and, the rest of the family 
being absent, I shut up the house and uncon- 
sciously locked Rover in. When I had gone he 
ran around a while, and then finding an open 
window he jumped into the yard and started 
off to hunt me. I had gone about seven or 
eight miles into the country, and would you be- 
lieve it, Sam, that dog followed me up and 
traced me to my destination—merely by scent, 
merely by scent. Now, what do you think of 
that?” 

“What does Ah think of it, Massa?” said 
the old Negro slowly; “why, Ah thinks you 
needed a bath.” 


HOW THE VILLAIN ESCAPED 

S A burglar was trying to break into a 
house of a citizen of a foreign city the 
framework of the second-story window to which 
he clung gave way and he fell and broke his 
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leg. Limping before the justice the next day 
he indignantly demanded that the owner of the 
house be punished. 

“You shall have justice,” said the judge. 

The owner, being summoned, claimed that 
the accident was due to the poor woodwork 
and that the carpenter, not he, was to blame. 

“That sounds reasonable,” said the judge; 
“let the carpenter be called.” 

The carpenter admitted that the window was 


defective. “But how could I do better,” 
said he, “when the mason-work was out of 
plumb?” 


“To be sure,” replied the judge, and he sent 
for the mason. 

The mason could not deny that the coping 
was crooked. He explained that while he was 
placing it in position his attention was dis- 
tracted from his work by a pretty girl, in a blue 
tunic, who passed on the other side of the 
street. 

“Then you are blameless,” said the judge, 
and the girl was sent for. 

“I admit,” said she, “that I am pretty, but 
that’s not my fault, and if the blue tunic at- 
tracted the mason’s attention the dyer, not I, 
is responsible.” 
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“That’s good logic,” said the judge; “let 
the dyer be called.” 

The dyer came and pleaded guilty. 

“Take the wretch,” said the judge to the 
thief, “and hang him from his own doorpost.”’ 

The people applauded this wise sentence 
and hurried off to carry it out. Soon they re- 
turned and reported that the dyer was too tall 
to be hung from his doorpost. 

“Find a short dyer and hang him instead,” 
said the judge with a yawn; “let justice be done 
at any cost.” 


AUTOINTOXICATION 


T A dinner-party an elderly lady of very 
prim and severe aspect was seated next 
to a young couple who were discussing the mer- 
its of their motor-cars. 
“What colour is your body?” the young man 
asked the girl. 
“Oh, mine is pink. What is yours?” 
“Mine,” replied the young man, “is brown 
with wide yellow stripes.” 
This was too much for the old lady. Rising 
from the table, she exclaimed to her hostess: 
“I really must be excused. When young people 
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ask each other the colour of their bodies at a 
dinner-party it is time I left the room.” 


A LLEGHTHEARTED- -REPLY 


HE head of a coal firm, irritated beyond 
endurance at a drivers blunder, told the 
man to go to the office and get his pay and not 
come back. 
“You are so confounded thick-headed you 
can’t learn anything!” he shouted. 
“ Begorra,” answered the driver, “I learned 
wan thing since I’ve been with ye!” 
“What’s that?” snapped the other. 
“That sivinteen hundred make a ton.” 


REVERSE 


O THE relief of the neighbours, the snob- 
bish and unpopular Jones family were 
moving. While the furniture was being brought 
out some difficulty was experienced in remoy- 
ing a pianoforte from an upper room, and some- 
one proposed getting it through a large window 
and sliding it down. 
Then came a suggestion from the Jones’ next- 
door neighbour, who had long fostered the 
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deepest enmity toward them, though until now 
she had attempted to conceal it. 

“No,” she said, acidly, “let it come out as it 
went in—on the instalment system!” 


HE WAS A RECORD-BREAKER 


N EARNEST clergyman one Sunday morn- 

ing was exhorting those who had anxious 

and troubled consciences to be sure and call on 
their pastor for guidance and prayer. 

“To show you, my brethren, the blessed re- 
sults of these visits with your pastor,” said he, 
“I will state to you that only yesterday a gentle- 
man of wealth called upon me for counsel and 
instruction; and now to-day, my friends—to- 
day he sits among us, not only a Christian, but 
a happy husband and a father.” 

A young lady in the audience whispered to a 
matron: “Wasn’t that pretty quick work?” 


INVITATION 


HE late E. C. Benedict, the noted financier 
and yachtsman, said one day at Indian 
Harbour: “I am such a bad after-dinner 
speaker that often in the middle of a speech I 
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think dismally of Judge Lyons of Tombstone. 
Judge Lyons of Tombstone arose one evening to 
make a campaign speech in the presence of a 
large audience. He spoke so badly that his 
audience melted away by degrees. At the end 
of an hour one old miner alone was left. The 
old miner yawned and reached down for his 
hat at last, but he was horrified to see Judge 
Lyons draw a six-shooter from his hip pocket 
and lay it on the desk before him. The old 
miner sat up. He fingered his hat nervously. 
At length he interrupted Judge Lyons’ turgid 
flood of oratory and said: ‘Be ye g’wine ter 
shoot ef I gor’ ‘Such, friend, is my intention,’ 
said Judge Lyons grimly. ‘I am bound to 
finish my oration, even if I have to shoot to 
keep an audience.’ The old miner heaved a 
deep sigh. Then he rose and started for the 
door, saying over his shoulder: ‘Wall, shoot.’”’ 


CHRONOLOGICAL 


EARAN JOHNSON, the novelist, was riding 
on a Long Island train trying to read his 
evening paper, but was annoyed by two in- 
ebriated men in the seat back of him. Their 
conversation was meaningless drivel, but they 
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spoke in loud voices and had evidently been on 
a spree of several days. One finally leaned over 
to Johnson and said: “Shay, my fren’, what 
day ish to-day?” “Friday!? said Johnson, 
curtly. “Gosh!” he said in alarm as he arose 
unsteadily. “I gotta get off here.” 


WHAT HE WANTED 


E WENT into a store to buy his friend a 
comb for Christmas. He was a Boston 
man and careful of his grammar and of other 
folk’s grammar. He asked for a man’s comb. 
“Do you want a narrow man’s comb?” 
asked the clerk. 
“No,” said the careful grammarian, “I want 
a comb for a stout man with rubber teeth.” 


CAST YOUR SCENARIOS 


EX BEACH, when he left the profession 

of novelist for the more lucrative one of 
scenario writing, said: “It is a common enough 
thing for a good man to dash off a scenario in a 
week or so and get $10,000 for it, but scenario 
writing, nevertheless, isn’t all beer and skittles. 
There’s an English poet among us who recently 
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decided to make his début in the film world. 
The other day as I was lunching with him the 
bell rang and the servant brought in a bulky 
envelope. The English poet examined it. 
Then he ground his teeth. ‘This is what I call 
rubbing it in,’ he snarled. ‘I sent the Star 
Film Corporation four scenarios last week, and 
blamed if they haven’t returned me nine.’” 


MEMORY 


WO friends reached Waterloo Station, 

London, only to find that one of them had 
missed his last train home. The other, who 
lived in the Weybridge district, was more for- 
tunate, and insisted upon taking his friend 
along with him. “You mustn’t mind a walk, 
old chap,” he said, as they left Weybridge sta- 
tion. “My house is a good mile away.” 
“Leadon,” said his companion, and they footed 
it together. It was a bad night, raining in 
torrents, and they did the first three quarters 
of a mile in comparative silence. Suddenly the 
host halted. “What’s up, old boy?” inquired 
his friend. “Up!” retorted the other. “I 
forgot. We moved to Reigate yesterday.” 
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TRACING IT TO ITS LAIR 


CLERGYMAN who had a clerical friend 

> staying with him availed himself of the 
latter’s offer to preach for him one Sunday. 
The congregation were mostly simple folks, and 
so he said: “Don’t use any long and hard 
words in your sermon where easy ones can be 
employed.” After service his friend turned to 
him with the remark, “I hope you were sat- 
isfied; did I carry out your instructions?” 
“No,” said the vicar, “I don’t think you did.” 
“What do you mean?” said the preacher. 
“Tell me any word I used that your people 
couldn’t understand?” ‘‘Amongst others,” 
said the vicar, “you used the word felicity. 
Not half my people understand what felicity 
means. Why couldn’t you have said happiness, 
or, better still, joy?” “Oh, that’s non- 
sense,” said the friend. ‘Any one would know 
its meaning. Let us ask this farmer; he looks 
fairly intelligent.” They accosted the farmer, 
and gradually approached the sermon, of which 
the farmer spoke in terms of praise. “You 
heard him use the word felicity,” said the 
vicar, “and, of course, you know what it 
means?” ‘‘Well,” said the farmer, “I don’t 
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rightly know the exact meaning, but I know 
it’s something inside a pig.” 


FATE 


IX years ago,” said Naylor, “I made up 

my mind that I was smoking too much. 
It didn’t seem to affect my health in the least, 
but I thought it a foolish waste of money and 
I decided to give it up.” “A very sensible 
idea,” remarked Monk. “So I thought at the 
time. I reckoned up as closely as | could how 
much I had been spending each day on cigars and 
tobacco. That sum | set aside each morning and 
started a bank account with it. I wanted to be 
able to show exactly how much I had saved by 
not smoking.” ‘And how did it work?” in- 
quired Monk. “At the end of six years | had 
$1000 in the bank.” “Good! Could you let 
me——” “And a few days ago,” interrupted 
Naylor, “last Tuesday, in fact, the bank failed. 
You haven’t got a cigar about you, have you??? 


HIS LUNCH! 
PROFESSOR of biology addressed his 
class thus: 
“I propose to show you a very fine specimen 
of a dissected frog which I have in this parcel.” 
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Undoing the parcel he disclosed some sand- 
wiches, a hard-boiled egg, and some fruit. 
“But—surely I ate my lunch!” he said. 


THET HIGH COSTOF INSULTS 


ANY stories are told,” said Colonel Ellis- 

ton P. Masters at a Fort Sheridan tea, 

“of French hotel extortions. But the worst I 
have heard was related to me by an army 
friend. He went to a hotel in Paris without 
making a bargain about rates and dined alto- 
gether at restaurants with friends. One even- 
ing, as he was starting out as usual, the pro- 
prietor accosted him in the hall and inquired: 
‘I hope you are dining with us to-night, mon- 
sieur?’ ‘No,’ my friend answered, ‘I have 
an engagement.’ The proprietor with a de- 
spairing gesture exclaimed: ‘It is an insult to 
the establishment, monsieur, never to dine 
here? ‘Not at all,’ my friend answered, and 
thought no more of the matter. But when he 
came to pay his hotel bill, although he had not 
eaten any meals there, he found this item: 
‘Twelve dinners—350 francs.’ ‘But I took no 
dinners here. You remarked about that to me 
yourself,’ the guest protested to the proprietor. 
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‘I know you didn’t,’ was the reply. ‘Had you 
taken those dinners the price would have been 
only 250 francs.’ ‘And what, in heaven’s name, 
are the extra hundred francs for?’ ‘For the 
insult, monsieur, for the insult.’”’ 


PHE MIPUIST RUGE 


HE usual dear old lady had the usual par- 

rot, presented to her by the usual sailor- 
nephew. The bird had a vocabulary that 
would have made a bargee thoughtful. As a 
consequence it spent Sundays with its cage 
covered, so as not to shock sensitive cars with 
language unfit for all times and impossible on 
the Sabbath. 

One Monday morning Polly had just been 
uncovered when the vicar was announced. 
Hurriedly the parrot was covered up again, 
but just as the vicar was shown into the room 
he heard a voice from the cage: “It’s been a 
darned short week, hasn’t it?” 


SPREADING 


NE day little Mary had been very naughty 
and her mother said to her: “ Mary, you 
must go upstairs and pray for forgiveness for 


154 


LOLUSILEN TO THESE 


3 


your sins.” When the little girl came down 
after some time, her mother asked, “Did you 
tell God about it?” “No,” replied the child, 
“but I told Mrs. God, and I guess it’s all over 
heaven by this time.” 


PERRFRECHLEY SARE 


RECKON you have to watch your pocket- 

book an’ overcoat an’ watch, an’ so on, pretty 
close, don’t you?” a Western visitor to New 
York asked a friend, a native of that metropolis, 
as they were starting out to view the city; and, 
despite the citizen’s assurance that no more 
than ordinary vigilance was required, the 
Westerner proceeded “to keep his eye skinned,” 
much to his friend’s amusement. 

Presently they entered a café for luncheon. 
The New Yorker was discoursing gayly upon 
the greatness of his native city, when he ob- 
served that the other had an expression on his 
face much like that of a cat at a mouse-hole. 

“What are you watching so closely?” the 
other replied. 

“Just keepin’ an eye on my overcoat,” the 
other replied. 

The New Yorker laughed. “Oh, the coat’s 
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all right. I’m not worrying about mine, you 
see, and they’re hanging together.” 

“No, they ain’t,” the Westerner drawled. 
“Mine’s still there, but yours is gone—feller 
walked out with it bout ten minutes or so ago.” 


HOW MEAN OF HIM 


RS. JOHN WOOD appeared with the elder 

Sothern in the same company for several 
seasons. On one occasion, while the company 
was playing in Birmingham, Mrs. Wood met 
Mr. Sothern in the street. They were near an 
ironmonger’s shop when he shook hands with 
her and bade her good-morning. 

“Would you mind going in here with me? I 
want to make some small purchases,” he said. 

She accompanied him. 

He went up to the counter and said: “I want 
‘Macaulay’s History of England.” 

The assistant said: “We do not sell books, 
sir; this is an ironmonger’s shop.” 

“Well, I’m not particular,’ said Sothern, 
pretending to be deaf. “I don’t care whether 
it is bound in calf or Russia.” 

“But this is not a bookseller’s!’’ shouted the 
assistant. 
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“All right,” said Sothern. “Wrap it up 
neatly. Want to have it sent down to the 
hotel. It’s for a present I wish to make to a 
relative. Put it up nicely.” 

“We don’t keep it!” shouted the assistant, 
getting red in the face, while Mrs. Wood 
stepped aside and took a chair in another part 
of the shop, almost overcome with suppressed 
laughter at the cheerful, frank expression on 
Sothern’s face, and the mad, puzzled look on 
that of the assistant. 

“Do it up as if it were for your own mother, 
I don’t want anything better than that,” said 
Sothern. “I would like to write my name on 
the flyleaf.” 

“Sir!” bawled the assistant at the top of his 
voice, “we do not keep books.” 

“Very well,’ said the actor, quite undis- 
turbed at the emotion he was creating, “I will 
wait for it.” 

Under the impression that his customer was 
either stone-deaf or a lunatic, the assistant 
bounded off to the lower end of the shop and 
asked his master to come, saying: “I can do 
nothing with the man. | think he must be off 
his head.” Whereupon the principal marched 
up to the spot where Sothern was standing and 
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asked very loudly: “What is it, sir? What do 
you desire?” 

“I want to buy a file,’ returned Sothern 
quietly—‘‘a plain file about four or five inches 
in length.” 

“Certainly,” said the principal, with a wither- 
ing look at his assistant, and producing at once 
the article which had been asked for. 


ʻa 


USP Of TT: TM 


LITTLE girl who had been besieging her 

grandfather with an endless succession of 
questions during the evening had still one more 
question to ask before she went to bed. 
“Granddad,” she said, “were you in the ark?” 
“Why, no,” he exclaimed smilingly. “Then,” 
she said, regarding him with innocent wonder, 
“why weren’t you drowned.?”’ 


A CE TMILT 


PENITENT boot-legger came to his parish 
priest for confession. Now the priest was 
conversant with the conventional sins and had 
ready-made phrases of absolution. But here 
was a new case, and one in which he feared to 
make a precedent. So he discreetly asked his 
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visitor to wait a few minutes, and retiring to 
another room called up the archbishop. “Your 
Grace,” he called, “there has developed here a 
situation calling for authoritative direction at 
your hands. There is a boot-legger waiting in 
my ante-room. How shall I deal with him?” 
Answer came promptly: “ Don’t pay him more 
than eight dollars a quart.” 


HONOUR ` 


AMUEL UNTERMYER, the brilliant 

New York lawyer, when he was probing 
the building question, said in a discussion about 
honour: “ Business men are honourable, or 
they don’t get on. Even in big business men 
are honourable. Of course, few business men 
are as punctilious about a point of honour, 
though, as Honest John Jones was. Honest 
John Jones once stole on tiptoe, fountain pen 
in hand, into the empty writing-room of his 
hotel. He stepped stealthily up to an inkwell, 
advanced his fountain pen toward the ink, 
then drew back witha start. ‘No!’ he groaned, 
striking his brow with his palm. ‘No, I can not 
fill my fountain pen with the hotel’s ink—it 
would not be honourable.’ ” 
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RIE CIEPEREOTCALTOY 


LTHOUGH Tim and Pat were known to 

be great friends, it was remarked that one 

morning they passed each other on the street 
without speaking. 

“Why, Tim,” queried a friend in astonish- 
ment, “have you and Pat quarrelled?” 

“Faith, we have not,” replied Tim, earnestly. 

“There seemed to be a coolness between you 
when you passed this morning.” 

“Well,” explained Tim, “that’s the way we’re 
goin’ to hold our friendship.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“Ye don’t? Well, thin, it’s this way. Pat 
an’ me are that devoted to wan another that 
we can’t bear the thought av a quarrel, an’ as 
we're both moighty hot tempered, we’ve re- 
solved not to speak to wan another at all, for 
fear of breakin’ our friendship.” 


ARTEST 


OME visitors who were being shown over 
a lunatic asylum inquired of their guide 
what method was employed to discover when 
the lunatics were sufficiently recovered to leave. 
“Well,” replied he, “it’s this way. We have 
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a big trough of water, and we turn on the tap. 
We leave it running and tell ’em to bail out the 
water with pails until they've emptied the 
trough.” “How does that prove it?” asked 
one of the visitors. “Well,” said the guide, 
“them as ain’t idiots turns off the tap.” 


NICE AND GOOD 


HERE had been a difference of opinion in 

the preacher’s family, in which six-year-old 
Mary thought she got the worst of it. So at 
prayer time she was unhappy and resentful to- 
ward the world in general and her own min- 
isterial family in particular. But she knelt at 
her mother’s knee as usual and went through 
the ordinary evening petitions. Finally she 
added: “Oh, Lord, make all the bad people 
good!’’ She paused for a moment, then, as an 
afterthought, she added: “And, if you can, 
please make all good people nice!” 


UNSAFE 

N IRISHMAN visiting a friend in the hos- 

pital began to take an interest in the other 

patients. “What are you in here for?” he 
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asked one. “Ive got tonsilitis, and I’ve got 
to have my tonsils out,” was the answer. “And 
you?” he asked another. “I’ve got blood 
poisoning in the arm, and they’re going to cut it 
off,” was the reply. “Heavens!” said Pat, in 
horror, “this ain’t no place for me. I’ve got a 
cold in my head. I guess I’ll be going.” 


DRAMATIC 


TIS SKINNER was recounting some of 

his experiences in “ Kismet,” not the mo- 
tion-picture version, but the stage play, in 
which he made such a big success all over the 
country a few years ago. “I remember when 
we played Cincinnati,” he said, “that we had 
trouble with our harem pool. We always tested 
it before the show, and on this night, instead of 
the slightly heated water pouring through the 
pipes, it was jets of steam. We sent out and 
got all the ice we could procure, but even so, 
when the harem girls plunged in they turned 
red as beets. A little later | was called on to 
throw the Grand Vizier, Mr. Hamilton Revelle, 
into the pool. We had forgotten to tell him 
about the temperature, and when he struck 
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the water he let out a yell that we thought 
would break up the show. But it didn’t, and 
you can imagine our surprise next day when the 
critics complimented Revelle on the sponta- 
neous outcry he made when I threw him to his 
death.” 


NON-COMMITTAL 


LANK, disconsolate-looking farmer stood 

on the steps of the town hall during the 
progress of a political meeting. “Do you know 
who’s talking in there now?” demanded a 
stranger, briskly, pausing for a moment be- 
side the farmer. “Or are you just going in?” 
“No, sir; I’ve just come out,” said the farmer, 
decidedly. “Congressman Smiffkins is talking 
in there.” “What about?” asked the stranger. 
“Well,” continued the countryman, passing a 
knotted hand across his forehead, “he didn’t 


>? 


say. 


THE MISSING LINK 
LAWYER having offices in a large office 
building recently lost a cuff-link, one of a 
pair that he greatly prized. Being absolutely 
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certain that he had dropped the link somewhere 
in the building he posted this notice: 


Lost. A gold cuff-link. The owner, William Ward, 
will deeply appreciate its immediate return. 


That afternoon, on passing the door whereon 
this notice was posted, what were the feelings of 
the lawyer to observe that appended thereto 
were these lines: 


The finder of the missing cuff-link would deem it a 
great favour if the owner would kindly lose the other link. 


STOWE God N Ges 


N ADVERTISEMENT manafer was go- 
ing home one night in a tramcar. It was 
late, and the man who sat next him began to 
talk. “What business are you in?” he asked. 
“The advertising business.” “Is that so? I 
used to be in the advertising business myself. 
I gave it up, though, and went into the rag-and- 
old-bottle business. I was a sandwich man for 
a theatre for six months. Say,” and he leaned 
over confidentially, “ain’t it hard work when 
the wind blows?” 
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OUTBID 


HE clergyman’s eloquence may have been 

at fault, but he felt annoyed to find that 
an old gentleman fell asleep during the sermon 
on two consecutive Sundays. After service on 
the second Sunday, he told the boy who ac- 
companied the sleeper that he wished to speak 
to him in the vestry. 

“ My boy,” said the minister, when they were 
together, “who is that elderly gentleman who 
accompanies you to church?” 

“Grandpa,” was the reply. 

“Well,” said the clergyman, “if you will 
keep him awake during my sermon, I'll give 
you sixpence a week.” 

The boy fell in with the arrangement, and for 
the next two weeks the old gentleman listened 
attentively to the sermon. The third week, 
however, found him soundly asleep. 

The vexed clergyman sent for the boy, and 
said: “I am very angry with you. Didn’t I 
promise you sixpence a week to keep him 
awake?” 

“Yes,” replied the boy, “but grandpa now 
gives me a shilling not to disturb him.” 
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ETET OETDEKR L 


SHELL-SHOCK victim went to the high- 

lands of Scotland for his health. He 
rented lodgings from an old lady in a remote 
village, and the first day of his stay he had 
boiled eggs for breakfast, boiled eggs for dinner, 
and boiled eggs for supper. After supper he 
went out and bought a pound of sausage in 
skins. He returned and slapped the sausage 
down before the old lady. “Here, I’m tired of 
eggs,” he said. ‘Cook up this sausage for my 
breakfast to-morrow.” “Vara goot,” said the 
old lady, “but hoo will I cook it?” “Why, fry 
it like fish,” said the victim. In the morning 
when the old lady appeared with the sausage 
the poor fellow nearly had a relapse. “1 hope 
yell like yer breakfast this mornin’,” she said, 
“but there ain’t much in these things when 
they’re all cleaned out.” 


ABSORBED 


XTRAVAGANCE,” said Senator Cum- 

mins at a dinner, “‘is at the root of most of 

our ills. We Americans are the most extrava- 

gant people on earth.” Senator Cummins 
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smiled. ‘How many of us,” he went on, “are 
like the young Neweds at heart. ‘Young Mr. 
and Mrs. Newed are in a dreadful predicament,’ 
a chap said at the club. ‘Yes? How so?’ 
said another chap. ‘Why, you see, they paid 
so much for their going-away outfit that they 
can’t go away.” 


MATHEMATICALLY SPEAKING 


OW many apples did Adam and Eve eat? 
Some say Eve 8 and Adam 2, a total of 10; 
others say Eve 8 and Adam 8 also, total 16; 
but if Eve 8 and Adam 82, the total will be go; 
now, if Eve 81 and Adam 812, the total would 
be 893; then if Eve 81 1st and Adam 812, the 
total would be 1623; or again, Eve 814 Adam, 
Adam 81242 oblige Eve, total, 82,056; though 
we admit Eve 814 Adam, Adam if he 8181242 
keep Eve company, total 8,182,056. All 
wrong. Eve, when she 81812 many, and prob- 
ably felt sorry for it, and Adam, in order to re- 
lieve her grief, 812, therefore Adam, if he 81814- 
240-fy Eve’s depressed spirit, hence both ate 
81,896,864 apples. 
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RELIEF NEEDED 


NE evening the youngest of the large 

family was holding forth in her best style. 

The mother could do nothing with the child, so 

the father, a scientist by profession, went to 
the rescue. 

“T think I can quiet little Flora,” he said. 
“‘There’s no use in humming to her in that silly 
way. What she wants is real music. The fact 
that I used to lead our Glee Club at college may 
n.ake a difference, too.” 

Accordingly, the professor took the child and, 
striding up and down the room, sang in his best 
manner. After the second stanza of his song a 
ring was heard, and the door was opened to ad- 
mit a girl of fourteen. 

“T’m one of the family that’s just moved into 
the flat next to yours,” she said. ‘‘There’s a 
‘sick person with us, and he says, if it’s all the 
same to you, would you mind letting the baby 
cry instead of singing to it?” 


NO CHANCE 


Not ane ago a clergyman was called upon 
to conduct the services at the funeral of a 
man with whom he had had no acquaintance. 
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So, thinking to glean a useful hint or two touch- 
ing the deceased’s character, when he was 
shown into the living-room the divine called a 
little boy of eight, evidently a member of the 
family, and put to him this question: 

“Can you tell me what were the last words of 
your father?” 

“He didn’t have any,” responded the lad 
with the utmost naïveté. “Ma was with him 
to the last.” 


WORSE THAN A HEN 


AN you run an engine?” asked Pat, a 
roundhouse workman, of the yardmaster. 

“No,” he answered; “can you?” 

“Can Oi run an engine!” sniffed Pat in de- 
rision. “If there’s anything Od rather do all 
day long it is to run an engine. Huh! Can Oj 
run an engine!” 

“Suppose,” suggested the yardmaster, “you 
run that engine into the house.” 

“All right, Oi kin do that same,” Pat bluffed, 
and he climbed into the cab, looked the ground 
over, spat on his hands, grabbed the biggest 
handle he could see and pulled it wide open. 
Zip! she went into the roundhouse. Pat saw 
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the bumpers ahead and, guessing what would 
happen, reversed the lever clear back. Out 
she went—in again—out again. 

Then the yardmaster yelled; “I thought you 
said you could run an engine!” 

But Pat had his answer ready. “‘Oi had her 
in t'yee times. Why didn’t you shut the 
doors” 


HIS LITTLE CHRISTMAS JOKE 


BRIGHT-EYED old man boarded the 
train at St. Paul, bound for Seattle. As 
the conductor passed through the car the old 
man stopped him and asked how far it was 
from St. Paul to Seattle. “Sixteen hundred 
and twenty miles,” the official answered curtly. 
The next time the conductor came along the 
old man stopped him again and asked him how 
far it was from Seattle to St. Paul. “See here, 
my man,” said the conductor, pompously, “it’s 
sixteen hundred and twenty miles from St. 
Paul to Seattle, and it’s sixteen hundred and 
twenty miles from Seattle to St. Paul, do you 
understand?” 
“Maybe so,” said the little man modestly. 
“I didn’t know. You see, it’s only seven days 
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from Christmas to New Year’s, but it’s a long 
time from New Year’s to Christmas.” 


GENEROUS 


HE Sunday-school fife-and-drum band sal- 

lied forth on Christmas Eve to sin; carols 
at the houses of various members of the con- 
gregation. They were generally well received 
and, in addition to donations of money, they 
were often treated to refreshments. 

It was decided to risk a visit to the home of a 
crusty old gentleman, and the band formed up 
under his bedroom. window, playing a well- 
known carol. Ina few minutes the window was 
opened and the old gentleman’s nightcapped 
head appeared. 

“How many are there of you?” he asked. 

“Twenty,” was the response. 

“Very well,” he said, throwing a large peii 
of water over them, “divide that among you!” 


GAINING 


N TEXAS they still tell the story of the 
Englishman who imported a famous wolf- 
hound from Europe in order to gain wealth by 
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catching wolves, for which the state paid a 
bounty of $10 a head. When the dog came 
he invited some dyed-in-the-wool Texans to 
see the first chase. Before long a wolf was 
sighted, the dog was freed from his leash, and 
the chase was on, but though the party wan- 
dered mile after mile they found no trace of 
either the dog or the wolf. Finally they reached 
a clearing where a native was chopping wood, 
and the Britisher cried: “Į say, old chap, did 
you see a wolf and a hound pass by here?” 
“Sure did. They just passed.” ‘And how 
was the racer” “Pretty hot, stranger; but 
the dog was a little bit ahead.” 


GETTING BACK 


WOMAN entered a railway train crowded 

with winter tourists and happened to take 

a seat in front of a newly married couple. She 

was hardly seated before they began making 

remarks about her, which some of the passen- 
gers must have heard. 

Her last year’s bonnet and cloak were fully 
criticized with more or less giggling on the 
bride’s part, and there is no telling what might 
have come next if the woman had not put a 
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sudden stop to the conversation by a bit of 
clever feminine strategy. 

She turned her head, noticed that the bride 
was considerably older than the bridegroom, 
and, in the smoothest of tones, said: 

“Madam, will you please have your son re- 
move his feet from the back of my chair?” 


CURTOS TTY 


T WAS at a New York Symphony Orchestra 
concert conducted by Walter Damrosch. 
The audience was anticipating an exquisite 
rendition of choice selections from some famous 
composers, conspicuous among whom was Rich- 
ard Wagner, the opening number in this in- 
stance being one of his compositions. 

As was usual, the leading performers of the 
orchestra, as they appeared upon the platform, 
were met with enthusiastic applause, the climax 
being reached with the appearance of Mr. Dam- 
rosch himself. 

When the excitement had somewhat sub- 
sided and the concert. was about to begin a 
well-dressed woman, seated quite near the 
front, turned to the woman beside her, and said 
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in an audible voice: “Pardon me, but would 
you kindly tell me which one is Wagner?” 


WHAT IS TIME? 


DOUARD BELIN, the inventor of pho- 

tography by wire, said at a dinner in New 
York: “Of course, the transmission of photo- 
graphs by wire was thought out before my time, 
but my predecessors, though their theories 
were all right, could not put them into practice. 
So nothing much came of their work, as an in- 
ventor’s backers insist on a prompt delivery of 
the goods. An inventor can not treat his 
backers as Whistler, the painter, treated his 
sitters. One of Whistler’s sitters, you know, 
was in a great hurry to have her portrait 
painted. Finally she said: ‘Now, Mr. Whist- 
ler, you’ve been at work on this portrait of mine 
for a very long time. When will it be finished 
and delivered?’ ‘Perhaps never,’ replied Whist- 
ler calmly.” 


CURTAIN 


NCE a charming young woman presented 
a small check at my window,” said the 
speaker at a recent bankers’ convention. ‘‘She 
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was transparently honest, but had no acquaint- 
ance in the bank nor any letters or other papers 
with her. I asked her if she had a handkerchief 
or some article of jewellery marked with her 
name or initials. After a moment’s deep 
thought her face brightened and she asked: 
‘Would an initialled garter buckle do?’ ” 

“Did she get the money?” asked a voice in a 
tone of detached scientific inquiry from the 
back of the room. “I must remind you,” 
said the speaker, judicially, “ ‘that a bank’s re- 
lations with its‘ clients 6ttén’ are” highiy. con- 
Iptal. ee 3 


HOPELESS 


N ONE of the elevators ot a city skyscraper, as 
the elevator shot toward the zenith, a stout 
man began to sputter. “Bub-but, rt-st-st- 
b’r’r’r,”’ he said, as the veins stood out upon his 
neck. At the twenty-third story the stout 
man’s eyes were nearly starting from his head, 
and as he grasped the arm of the elevator man 
the latter nervously pulled the lever, and the 
lift started for the bottom at a terrific rate. 
The solitary passenger danced about, gurgling 
spasmodically. As. the car struck bottom, 
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however, he rushed through the door and up 
to an important individual, whose cap bore the 
screed “Starter.” “‘S-s-s-say,?” he sputtered, 
““t-t-this is th-th-third trip I-I-I’ve t-t-taken 
in the elevator, ’n’ I-I-I-] w-w-wanter g-g-g-get 
off at the sev-sey-seventh fl-fl-fl-floor. Before 
I-I-I c-c-c-can say sev-sev-seven I-I-I-I’m up 
to the t-t-top, ’n’ be-be-before I-I-I can cat- 
cat-catch my br-br-breath I-l-i’m down h-h- 
here again, ’n I-I-I-I’m in a de-de-de-vil of a 
hurry.” | - 


FACING IT i 

| [TTLES WIELEE ‘kgd :been told thai he 

must always wait patiently until he was 
served at meals and not to cry across the table 
or grab for his food. One day, while dining at 
a neighbour’s with his mother, the little fellow 
was accidentally overlooked. He was very 
patient for a time, but at last he could bear the 
strain no longer, seeing everybody feeding but 
himself. So, leaning quietly across to his 
mother, he said in a loud whisper: “ Mother, 
do little boys who starve to death go to 
heaven?” 
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TERE WAS A DLEREREN CE 


HOUSE-HUNTER, who had just got off 
the train, stepped up to a boy hanging 
around the depot, with this salutation: 

“My lad, I am looking for Mrs. Smithson’s 
new block of semi-detached houses. How far 
are they from here?” 

“About twenty minutes’ walk,” the boy re- 
plied. 

“Twenty minutes!” exclaimed the house- 
hunter. “Nonsense! The advertisement says 
five.” 

“Well,” said the boy, “you can believe me or 
you can believe the advertisement, only I 
ain’t tryin’ to make a sale.” 


TOO MUCH 


E WAS an all-round grouch at the hospital 

—the treatment was unskilful, the food 
was rotten, the attendants were uncivil. ‘As 
for the bathrooms,” he concluded, “they're 
vile. In the one I used this morning there was 
only a tiny bit of soap and there was no back 
brush.” “Well, you’ve got a tongue, haven’t 
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you?” snapped a nurse who overheard this. 
“Yes, I have,” he retorted. “But I don’t 
happen to be a contortionist.” 


ENCORE 


AN ENGLISHMAN visiting in the United 
States attended a dinner given by a host- 
ess whose hospitality was notoriously inade- 
quate. Her dinners were often referred to as 
“‘samples,” and invitations to them were not 
accepted with alacrity the second time. Her 
wealth was large, however, and her social per- 
sistence untiring, so there were usually some 
guests at the table. This dinner was of the 
usual inadequate kind. It served merely as an 
appetizer to the hungry Englishman, and when 
the coffee was served, indicating that the dinner 
was at an end, his evident dissatisfaction was 
amusing to the other guests. The hostess did 
not notice it, however, and said to him, amiably: 
“Now do tell me when we may expect the pleas- 
ure of having you to dine with us again?” 
“Immediately, madam, immediately,” was the 
unexpected reply. 
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TH ESBARE FACTS 


RS. DALTON had become very tired from 

shopping, and, slipping on her kimono, 
prepared herself for a period of rest. Her 
coloured maid appeared just at this point and 
announced a caller. 

“No, Anne,” said Mrs. Dalton; “l cannot 
see her. Please tell her to excuse me as I am 
in negligee.”’ 

When the message was delivered Mrs. Dalton 
heard her visitor laugh so heartily that it even 
penetrated to her bedroom. 

Calling Anne she asked the maid the cause 
of the hilarity. 

“I dunno, ma’am, I really dunno,” answered 
Anne. 

“What did you tell her?” asked Mrs. Dalton. 

“Why, I done tole her to please ’scuse you, 
as you was as naked as a jay.” 


HOW MARK TWAIN MISJUDGED 


HEN Mark Twain was a young and strug- 

gling newspaper writer, in San Fran- 

cisco, a lady of his acquaintance saw him one 

day with a cigar-box under his arm looking in a 
shop window. 
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“Mr. Clemens,” she said, “I always see you 
with a cigar-box under your arm. I am afraid 
you are smoking too much.” 

“It isn’t that,’ said Mark. “I’m moving 
again.” 


MAGIC PANTS 


HEN the small boy of the family needed 
a new pair of trousers Mother thought it 
would be nice to let him choose the kind he 
© wanted. So when they got to the clothier’s 
she said to him: “Now, Willie, you may choose 
from these pants on the counter any pair you 
like.” 
“Gee, heres my choice, Ma,” said Willie. 
f oee the cardr : 
It read: *‘These pants can’t be beaten.” 


SHE WAS A GOOD SPORT 


N:OLD lady of seventy, a member of a 

long-lived family, had been paying a 

visit. to her mother, aged ninety-five. The 

aged daughter was rather tearful at the parting. 

“Good-bye, dear mother!” she said, “I hope we 

shall meet again.” “I hope so, my child,” her 
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mother briskly retorted. “They tell me you 
are looking very well.” 


— 


FORTUNATE, WASNT LRP 
T A banquet of churchmen a certain 
bishop had as his left-hand companion a 
clergyman who was completely bald. During 
dessert the bald-headed vicar dropped his nap- 
kin and stooped to pick it up. At this mo- 
ment the bishop, who was talking to his right- 
hand neighbour, felt a slight touch on his left 
arm. He turned and, beholding the vicar’s 
‘pate on a level with his elbow, said: “No, 
thank you; no melon,” 


WAS IT HIS GHOST? 


WELL-KNOWN publisher has the en- 
trance to his private office guarded by one 

of his editors, a small man, who, as the day 
wears on, sinks down in a little heap in his high- 
backed chair under the weight of the manu- 
scripts he has to read. The publisher was ex- 
ceedingly proud of his friendship with a promi- 
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nent Congressman, who usually called when he 
was in New York. 

One day the huge form of the Speaker of the 
House of Representatives loomed up before the 
little editor, with the evident intent of bearing 
down upon the private office. 

“Back!” shouted the little editor, waving a 
slender arm with much vigour. “Back! Go 
back to the offith and thend in your card.” 

The Congressman paused, inclined his head 
to view the obstacle that opposed his progress, 
and smiled. Then he turned on his heel and 
did as he was directed. 

Of course, the publisher bustled out per- 
sonally to conduct the great man into the pri- 
vate office. When his visitor had departed 
the publisher came forth in a rage. The little 
editor shrivelled before him as he began: 

“What do you mean by holding up one of my 
oldest friends in this fashion? Don’t you know 
he’s at perfect liberty to walk into my office at 
any time without so much as knocking?” 

“Yeth,” admitted the little editor feebly. 

“Then what do you mean by holding him up 
and subjecting him to such discourtesy?”’ 

“I thought he wath Dr. John Hall.” 

“Dr. John Hall!” exclaimed the exasperated 
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publisher. “Don’t you know that Dr. John 
Hall is dead?” 

“Yeth,” returned the little editor with earnest 
sincerity. ‘‘That’th what bothered me.” 


TOO LATE 


x LUNCHEON at Buckingham Palace 
one of his grandsons excitedly said to the 
King, “Oh! Grandpapa,”’ when the King inter- 
posed with some severity, “Little boys should 
be seen and not heard. Go on with your 
luncheon and don’t talk.” 

The small Prince collapsed. Presently the 
King said to him, relenting: “Now you can 
say what you were going to say.” ` 

The little Prince, with a world of mean- 
ing, said: “Too late, Grandpapa; it is too 
late.” 

The King said: “Nonsense! If it was 
worth saying five minutes ago it is worth 
saying now.” 

“No, Grandpapa,” said the little Prince. 
“There was a big green worm in your salad and 
you’ve eaten him.” 
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TOO VAGUE 


ner ar looking man approached the 
young lady in the information booth at 
the station, saying: 

“I have to go to Hoboken.” 

“Well,” replied the young lady, “‘are you 
asking for information or just telling me your 
troubles?” 


UEU OR Aun 


N ENGLISH statesman on one occasion, 
when engaged in canvassing, visited a 
workingman’s house, in the principal room of 
which a pictorial representation of the Pope 
faced an illustration of King William in the act 
of crossing the Boyne. 

The worthy man stared in amazement, and 
seeing his surprise the voter’s wife exclaimed: 

“Shure, my husband’s an Orangeman and 
I’m a Catholic.” 

“How do you get on together?” asked the 
astonished politician. 

“Very well, indade, barring the twelfth of 
July, when my husband goes out with the 
Orange procession and comes home feelin’ extry 
pathriotic.” 
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“What then?” 

“Well, he always takes the Pope down and 
jumps on him and then goes straight to bed. 
The next morning | get up early, before he is 
awake, and take down King William and pawn . 
him and buy a new Pope with the money. 
Then I give the old man the ticket to get King 
William out.” 


HIS RECORD 


MEEK-LOOKING darky was brought into 

a suburban police station just outside of 
Philadelphia and a petty charge was put upon 
the blotter. He pleaded innocence. ‘‘Well,” 
asked the examining officer, “is there any one 
here who can vouch for your respectability?” 
Whereupon the darky singled out the head of 
the small police force. “He can,” said the 
coloured man, pointing to that officer. “I 
can?” gasped the policeman. “Why, I don’t 
know you!” “Dat’s it exactly,” said the ac- 
cused. “Ps lived in this place fo’ mo’ dan 
five yeahs an’ de police don’t even know me. 
So, yo’ see, gents, I can’t be such a hard 
lot.” 
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HOW TO TEACH A DOG 


| PHYSICIAN was driving through a vil- 
lage when he saw a man amusing a crowd 
with the antics of his trick dog. The doctor 
_ pulled up and said: “My dear man, how do 
you manage to train your dog that way? |I 
can’t teach mine a single trick.” 

The man glanced up with a simple rustic 
look and replied: “Well, you see, it’s this way: 
you have to know more’n the dog or you can’t 
learn him nothin’.” 


WHEN THE SUSPENSE TSYTOVER 


YOUNG lady living in Atlanta visited the 
/ home of her fiancé in New Orleans. On 
her return home an old Negro “mammy,” long 
in the service of the family and consequently 
privileged to put the question, asked: 
“Honey, when is you goin’ to git married?” 
The engagement not having been announced 
the Atlanta girl replied: “Indeed, I can’t say, 
Auntie. Perhaps I shall be married next 
Christmas, and then perhaps I shall never 
marry.” 
The old woman’s jaw fell. “Aint dat a 
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1? 


pity now!” she ejaculated; then she added, con- 
solingly, “Dey do say dat ole maids is de hap- 


Shape 


piest critters dey is once dey quits strugglin’. 


RUINED 


OOTH TARKINGTON is said to be an 
admirer of the gentler qualities of the 
coloured people. The following story at least 
bears up the assumption. ‘They are a delight- 
ful race,” Mr. Tarkington is quoted as saying. 
“I know a minister who once married a young 
- coloured couple. ‘How much Ah owes you, 
rev’'und,’ the bridegroom asked after the cere- 
mony. ‘Oh,’ said the minister, ‘pay me what- 
ever it is worth to you.’ The young darky 
looked his dusky bride over from head to foot 
with adoring eyes. Turning to the minister, 
he said, ‘You’s ruined me fo’ life, rev’und, yo’ 
shoa’ has!” 


NO HELP FOR LT 


URING the period after the university ex- 
aminations, when an unusually large 
number of students flunked, one of the boys 
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went to his professor and said: “I don’t think 
this is fair, sir; I don’t think I should have a 
zero on this examination.” “I know it,” re- 
plied the professor, “but we do not have any 
mark lower than that.” 


A HOE ONDE WAY 


RECENT experience of a Virginia clergy- 

man throws light on the old English law 
requiring that marriages should be celebrated 
before noon. A coloured couple appeared be- 
fore him, asking to be married, the man in a 
considerably muddled state. The minister said 
to the woman: “I won’t perform this cere- 
mony.” “Why is dat, boss?” she queried. 
“ Ain’t de licenses all right? An’ we is of age.” 
“Yes, but the man is drunk. Take him away 
and come back again.” Several days later the 
couple again presented themselves, the man 
once more obviously intoxicated. “See here, 
I told you I wouldn’t marry you when this man 
was drunk,” the minister said testily. ‘‘ Don’t 
you come back here till he’s sober.” ‘‘ Well, 
you see, suh,” the woman replied apologeti- 
cally, “de trufe is dat he won’t come less’n he’s 
lit up.” 
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NOT A BIT WORSE OFF 


HEY had driven fourteen miles to the 

lake, and then rowed six miles across the 
lake to get to the railroad station, when the 
Chicago man asked: 

“How in the world do you get your mail and 
newspapers here in the winter when the storms 
are on?” 

“Wa-al, we don’t, sometimes. I’ve seen this 
lake thick up so that it was three weeks before 
we got a Chicago paper,” answered the man 
from “nowhere.” 

“Well, you were cut off,” said the Chicago 
man. 

““Ya-as, we were so,” was the reply. “Still, 
the Chicago folks were just as badly off.” 

“How so?” 

“Wa-al,” drawled the man, “we didn’t know 
what was going on in Chicago, of course. But 
then, neither did Chicago folks know what was 
going on down here.” 


A WET NAUGHT 
SEA captain, holding a glass of lime-juice 
approvingly up to the light, said: “Navies 
are different to-day from what they used to be. 
189 
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A man was talking to an old sailor. The 
sailor said: ‘Yes, sir, my boss was in the navy, 
too.’ ‘In the navy, was he?’ said the man. 
‘What was his official capacity, may I ask?’ 
‘Four to five quarts, sir,’ said the old sailor.” 


GRADED 


HORTLY after buying a new car an Irish- 
man had the misfortune to collide with a 
telegraph pole. The accident was fatal to both 
car and owner. It devolved upon the late 
driver’s friend Dennis to break the news to the 
widow. ‘Well,’ asked a friend, “how did you 
come out?” “Fine,” said Dennis. “ I began easy- 
like telling her her husband was kilt entirely 
and horribly mangled, and then I gradually led 
up to the climax and told her that divvle a 
stick or a spring was left of the car.” 


UETWAS UP TTOST HAE TB ACHRE bien 


N OLD bachelor, who lives in the suburbs 

of a Southern city, hires a coloured man to 

clear up his room, fill the lamp, and perform 

like services. A few days ago the coloured do- 

mestic, who had been using his employer’s 
blacking, said: 
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“ Boss, our blackin’ am done out.” 

“What do you mean by saying ‘our black- 
ing’?” growled the sordid employer; “every- 
thing belongs to me. I want you to under- 
stand that nothing belongs to you.’ 

The terrified darky apologized and printed 
to remember. On the following Sunday the 
bachelor happened to meet the coloured menial, 
accompanied by a chocolate-coioured female 
pushing a baby-carriage. 

“Was that your baby in that carriage?” he 
asked next day at his house where he was enter- 
taining quite a number of his friends. 

“No, boss, dat’s not our chile; dat’s your 
chile. I’se nebber gwine to say nuffin belongs 
to me no moah.”’ 


LOVE FINDS A WAY 


HE man and the bride were among the 

fifty or so men and brides awaiting their 
turns at the Marriage Bureau in the Municipal 
Building. 

“I’m half a dollar short,” said the man to the 
city official who receives the two-dollar fee. 
“What’ll I do?” 

“Sorry I can’t help you, buddy, 


IQI 
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was the 
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answer, “but the law doesn’t permit any rate 
cutting. You'll have to get the money some- 
how.” 

An hour later the man and the bride were 
back. They had the required two dollars. 

“Where'd you get it?” inquired the city 
officer. ‘‘ Borrow from friends?” 

“Naw,” said the man. “We didn’t know 
nobody to borrow from. So we went out and 
hocked the wedding ring.” 


WHY BE CRITICALP 


UNITED STATES senator had just fins 

ished a night’s work on a speech. “You 
have convinced me,” said his secretary, “‘ex- 
cept for one trifling detail. Where do I, the 
man who has to buy meat and bread, get off?” 
The senator touched his nose with his finger 
and replied sagely: ‘Well, no legislation is 100 
percent; perfect: 


ALL EXPLAINED 


, 


OME years ago,” says an American who 
used to live in London, “before Queen 
Victoria’s death and about the time the queen’s 
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jubilee was to be celebrated, there was over- 
heard this conversation between two old Scots- 
women on a street corner: ‘Can ye tell me, 
wumman, what is it they calla jubilee?’ ‘Weel, 
it’s this,’ said the other. ‘When folk has been 
married twenty-five years, that’s a silver- 
wuddin’; and when they have been married 
fifty years, that’s a golden wuddin’. But if 
the mon’s dead then it’s a jubilee.’” 


DEFINED 


SCOTTISH farmer, being elected a school 
manager, visited the village school and 
tested the intelligence of the class by his meta- 
physical questions. His first inquiry was: 
“Now, boys, can any one of you tell me what 
naething is?” 
After a moment’s silence a small boy in a 
back seat rose and replied: “It’s what ye gi’ed 
me t’other day for holdin’ yer horse!” 


AN OBJECT LESSON 


CLERGYMAN was grieved to find his 
services for men were poorly attended. 
He expressed his regret to the verger one even- 
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ing when, as usual, they were the only two at 
the meeting. 

“I really think they ought to come,” he said 
sadly. 

“That’s jest what I’ve sed to ’em over an’ 
over again,” said the verger, consolingly. “I 
sez to ’em: ‘Look at me,’ I sez; ‘look at me. | 
goes to all them services,’ I sez, ‘an’ wot ’arm 
does they do me?’” 


EVERY GIRL KNOWS NOW 


AN any man in this audience truthfully 

say that education has hurt his business?” 
challenged the educator. “Į can,” answered a 
small man in the rear row. “And might I 
ask what your business is?” asked the educator. 
“Certainly,” answered the other. “I used to 
make a good living peddling the book, ‘What 
Every Young Girl Should Know’; but there’s 
no demand for it any longer.” 


IMPORTANT 


URING the trial of a case in a Boston court 
it became necessary to call to the witness 
stand a lady’s maid. “Where were you at 
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6:45 on the evening in question?” was the first 
query put to her by the examining counsel. 
“Dressing the hair of madame,” was the re- 
sponse. “Now,” said the attorney, very sol- 
emnly, with uplifted finger, “think very care- 
fully before you answer. Was or was not your 
mistress in the room at that time?” 


OUGHT TO BE GENUINE 


AM, the choreman, returned from the city 
with a scarfpin that contained a ‘“‘dia- 

mond” of no usual size. It was the pride of his 
heart and the envy of his village companions. 
He treated all inquiries from them as to its 
value and its authenticity with high scorn. 

His employer, after a week of basking in its 
radiance, asked Sam about its history. 

“Sam,” he said, “is it a real diamond?” 

“Wall,” said Sam, “if it ain’t I’ve been skun 
out of a half-dollar.”’ 


UP-TO-DATE IF NOT POETIC 


INCERITY is the only thing that will give 

a poet success. Technical excellence, such 
as Swinburne’s, counts for nothing with the 
public. The public doesn’t understand it. 
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Said Richard Le Gallienne the poet: “The 
public is a good deal like a pretty girl I was 
talking to the other day on the beach. 

“““Of course,’ I said to her, ‘you know what 
hexameters are, don’t your’ 

“*Sure,’ she said. ‘I guess I ought to. I’ve 
ridden in them often enough.’”’ 


TONSORIAL ART 


OOR Jim has been sent to a lunatic asy- 
lum,” said the barber, flourishing a shin- 
ing razor over his customer. 

“Who’s Jim?” said the man in the chair. 

“Jim is my twin brother, sir. Jim kept 
brooding over the hard times, an’ I suppose he 
finally got crazy.” 

“1s,that-sor\” 

“Yes, he and me worked side by side for 
years, and we are so alike we couldn’t tell each 
other apart. We both brooded a great deal, 
too. No money in this business now.” 

“What’s the reason?” 

“Prices too low. Unless a customer takes a 
shampoo, it doesn’t pay to shave or haircut. 
Poor Jim, I caught him trying to cut a custo- 
mer’s throat because he refused a shampoo, so 
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I had to have the poor feliow locked up. Makes 
me sad. Sometimes I feel sorry I didn’t let 
him slash all he wanted to. It might have 
saved his reason. Shampoo, sir?” 

yesh 


OUTMANG@UVRED 


POLICE court isn’t all grim and sordid,” 
remarked Judge White the other day. 
“Sometimes something really funny happens. 
Not so very long ago a chauffeur was brought in 
after having run down a man. 

“‘Did you know that if you struck this 
pedestrian he would be seriously injured?’ I 
asked. 

“*Yes, sir,’ replied the chauffeur. 

“‘Then why didn’t you zigzag your car and 
miss him?’ 

“*He was zigzagging himself and outguessed 
me, Your Honour,’ was the answer.” 


WORTHY 


YEAR ago a manufacturer engaged a boy. 
For months there was nothing noticeable 
about the boy except that he never took his 
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eyes off the work he was doing. A few weeks 
ago the manufacturer looked up to see the boy 
standing beside his desk. 

“What do you want?” he asked. 

“Want me pay raised.” 

“What are you getting?” 

“Ten dollars a week.” 

“Well, how much do you think you are 
worth?” 

“Fifteen.” 

“You think so, do you?” 

“Yessir, an’ I’ve been thinkin’ so for three 
weeks, but I’ve been so blamed busy I ain’t had 
time to speak to you about it!” 

The boy got the raise. 


LARGE ENOUGH 


ORMER President Taft, in his younger 
days, when he was a law reporter, had 
been studying a case in Somerville, Ohio, and 
found he couldn’t get back to the office that 
night unless he managed to stop a through ex- 
press. So he wired to headquarters, “Will you 
stop the through express at Somerville to take 
on large party?” 
The answer came back, “Yes.” 
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The express was duly stopped at Somerville. 
The young law reporter got aboard with his 
copy, and the conductor said, “Where’s that 
large party I was to take on?” 

“Pm it,” was the chuckling answer. ‘‘That’s 
all.” 


IT WORKED 


O YOU ever make mistakes?” ‘Oh, 

yes,” said the druggist. ‘‘We make mis- 
takes occasionally. One of our customers 
thought he was buying extract the other day, 
but a clerk gave him horse liniment instead. 
He drank it, too.” “Any complaint?” “No 
complaint. Several of his neighbours came in 
the next morning with prescriptions from a 
veterinarian.” 


kA 
TeESMENG, UNCLES FALTH 
E’D have more prayers answered,” said 
Bishop Hoss, of Muskogee, “if we had 


more faith. 
“Too many of us are like Willie. Willie, on 


a visit to his uncle’s in the country, admired a 
fine colt. 
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““Uncle, give me that colt, will your’ he 
asked. 

““Why, no, Willie,’ said his uncle. ‘That’s 
a very valuable colt, and I couldn’t afford to 
give him to you. Do you want a colt so very 
badly?’ 

“Td rather have a colt than anything else 
in the world,’ said Willie. 

“‘Then,’ said his uncle, ‘I’ll tell you what 
you ought to do. Since you want a colt that 
much, you ought to pray for one. Whenever 
] want a thing I always pray for it, and then it 
is sure to come to me.’ 

“Ts that so, Uncle?’ said Willie, eagerly. 
‘Won’t you please give me this colt, then, and 
pray for one for yourself?’ ” 


THE AMERICAN WAY 


N AN engineer officers’ training school the 
senior officer had his own ideas about ex- 
aminations. He lined the applicants up and 
pointed to the open doorway beyond which 
Jay a pile of sand and cement and a prostrate 
flagpole. “Suppose,” he demanded, “you were 
captain of a company and you wished to erect 
that flagpole. How would you go about it?” 
200 


LISTEN TO THESE 


The further he got down the line the more com- 
plicated became the answers. Finally he ar- 
rived at the last man. “‘Sir, if I was captain 
of the company,” replied this candidate, “and 
wanted to erect that flagpole, I’d call the top 
kicker and say: ‘Sergeant, put up that flagpole, 
and be snappy about it.’”’ 


GUARDIAN 


EVERAL members of a women’s war-work- 
ing party had assembled at the house of 

another member, and were chatting with the 
little daughter of their hostess. 

“I hear you are a great help to your mother,” 
said one. 

“Oh, yes,” replied the little girl, “mamma 
gives me a task to do every day.” 

“Oh!”’ remarked the lady, “and what is 
your task for to-day?” 

“I have to count the spoons after you have 
all gone.” 


THE SELFISH FARMER AGAIN 
SENATOR, apropos of the farmers’ at- 
tempt to raise the Dales of wheat, said the 
other day: 
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“The farmers are actuated by selfish motives 
in this business. It’s like the story of the duel. 

“Two gentlemen with their seconds retired to 
a farmer’s meadow to fight a duel. The various 
preliminaries were arranged, and the duel was 
just about to begin when the gaunt figure of 
the farmer was seen racing across the grass 
toward the scene of conflict. 

“The farmer seemed in great distress of 
mind. ‘A humane chap,’ the principals and 
seconds thought; ‘he wants to prevent blood- 
shed’; and they welcomed him kindly. 

“Excuse me, gents,’ the farmer said, gulp- 
ing with emotion, ‘but is this here goin’ to be 
a sword or a pistol duel?’ 

“Sword duel,’ said a second. ‘Why?’ 

““Well, you see,’ said the farmer, ‘if it was a 
pistol duel I’d want to take my cows in first.’ ”? 


MILITARY INDECISION 


SERGEANT was trying to drill a lot of 
raw recruits, and after working hard for 
three hours he thought they seemed to be get- 
ting into some sort of shape, so decided to test 
them. 
“Right turn!” he cried. Then, before they 
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had ceased to move, came another order, 
“Left turn!” 

' One hoodlum left the ranks and started off 
toward the barracks-room. 

“Here, you!” yelled the angry sergeant. 
“Where are you going?” 

“T’ve had enough,” replied the recruit in a 
disgusted tone. “You don’t know your own 
mind for two minutes runnin’!”’ 


OLD, BUT STILL GOOD 


HAT are they moving the church for?” 

“Well, stranger, I’m mayor of these 
diggin’s, an’ I’m fer law enforcement. We’ve 
got an ordinance what says no saloon shall be 
nearer than three hundred feet from a church. 
I give ’em three days to move the church.” 


A LAND OF PROMISE 


HE bishop was addressing the Sunday- 
school. In his most expressive tones he 
was saying: “And now, children, let me tell 
you a very sad fact. In Africa there are ten 
million square miles of territory without a single 
Sunday-school where little boys and girls can 
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spend their Sundays. Now, what should we 
all try and save up our money and do?” 

And the class, as one voice, replied in ecstatic 
union, “Go to Africa!” 


AS IT WAS 


GENTLEMAN was one day visiting a 
lunatic asylum, and while walking in the 
grounds he met a patient, to whom he said: 

“Well, my good man, and how did you get 
herer” 

The lunatic replied as follows: 

“Well, sir, you see I married a widow with a 
grown-up daughter, and then my father married 
that same stepdaughter, and that made my wife 
the mother-in-law of her father-in-law, and my 
father became my stepson. 

“Then my stepmother, the daughter of my 
wife, had a son, and that boy, of course, was my 
brother, because he was my father’s son, but he 
was also the son of my wife’s stepdaughter, and 
therefore her grandson, and that made me 
grandfather of my stepbrother. 

“Then my wife had a son, so my mother-in- 
law, the stepsister of my son, is also his grand- 
mother, because he is her stepson’s child, my 
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father is brother-in-law of my child, because 
his stepsister is his wife; I am the brother of my 
own son, who is also the son of my step-grand- 
mother; I am my mother’s brother-in-law; my 
wife is her own child’s aunt; my son is my 
father’s nephew, and I am my own grand- 
father. 
“That’s why I’m here, sir!” 


RIGHT COMBINATION 


MISSIONARY was preaching in one of 
the islands where man-eating is practised 
and was captured by a sceptical chief. 

To his surprise he was immediately released, 
but on the condition that he carry a small 
sealed packet to a neighbouring mountain chief. 
Charmian London in her book “Jack London,” 
who relates this story, declares the missionary 
was so grateful that, meeting a detachment of 
English sailors from a battle-cruiser, he declined 
to accompany them to safer territory. The 
sealed packet should be delivered as he had 
promised. 

But an officer in the midst of ihe discussion 
opened it. Therein, tucked among some small 
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onions, was a message to the chief: “The 
bearer will be delicious with these.” 


CONVULSIVE 


HE would-be sportsman was arrayed in 

the very latest thing in shooting suits, and 
had all the necessary appurtenances connected 
with the sport with the exception of the ability 
to hit anything. 

The small boy who accompanied him was 
mirthful at first, but at last his mirth turned to 
disgust as time went on and the sportsman had 
not been able to bag anything. 

Suddenly a rabbit darted from behind a log, 
looked round, and then dropped as if shot. 
The sportsman picked it up. 

“There isn’t a mark on it!” he exclaimed in 
astonishment. 

“No,” answered the boy; “I think it must 
have laughed itself to death.” 


CRITICAL 


HERE were murmurs aboard a certain 
merchantman when word spread among the 
crew that the ship would not, after all, put in 
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at the next port of call, but merely drop the 
mail into a small boat and go on. The ship 
had not put into a port for many weeks. 

The disappointment was too much for one 
seaman, who leaped into the sea and started to 
swim for the visible shore. 

The captain ordered a member of the crew to 
go after him and bring him back before he 
reached land. An excited look-out kept all on 
deck posted regarding the progress of the race. 

“He’s gaining! He’s gaining! Two hun- 
dred yards! Hundred yards! Fifty yards! 
In a dozen strokes he’ll have him! Five more 
strokes! A yard to go—— Great Scott!” 

“What is it? What is it?” asked the skipper. 

“Great Scott, sir! he’s passed him!” 


MIGHT WEAKENITTHE FIRM 


WO brothers once ran a store in a small 
Western town, where they had quite a 
large trade in wool on barter. One of the 
brothers became converted at a revival and 
urged the other to follow in his footsteps. 
“You ought to join, Jake,” said the con- 
verted one. “You don’t know how helpful 
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and comforting it is to be a member of the 
church.” 

“I know, Bill,” admitted Jake, thoughtfully, 
“an’ I would like to join, but I don’t see how | 
Caney : 

“Why not?” persisted the first. ‘‘ What is to 
prevent you?” 

“Well, it’s jes’ this way, Bill,” declared 
Jake. “There has got to be somebody in the 
firm to weigh this here wool.” 


THE IDEA! 


OME years ago, before the auto-bus, Fran- 

çois, a native Louisianian, had been in 
the employ of the small town’s local livery 
stable driving the “hack” between the depot 
and the hotels. His employers one day be- 
came suspicious that Francois had not been 
turning into their office all the cash fares he was 
collecting and called him in. “François, how 
long have you been working for us?” “Oh, 
about twenty year.” ‘‘How much are we pay- 
ing you a month?” “Twenty dollar month.” 
“Well, we have a new proposition now to make 
to you.” “What is it?” asked François. “If 
you will go to church with us and make a 
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solemn vow that you will turn into this office 
all the cash fares you collect we will pay you 
$100 a month.” “Say,” replied Francois, his 
eyes registering contempt, “you tink I’m dam 
fool, eh?” 


BENIGHTED BOSTON 


WING to the war a distinguished Boston 
man, deprived of his summer trip to 
Europe, went to the Pacific coast instead. 
Stopping off at Salt Lake City, he strolled about 
the city and made the acquaintance of a little 
Mormon girl. 
“Im from Boston,” he said to her. “I sup- 
pose you do not know where Boston is?” 
“Oh, yes, I do,’ answered the little girl, 
eagerly. “‘Our Sunday-school has a missionary 
there.” i 


TELEPHONE CONVERSATION A. D. 
6000 


PIRITUALISTIC lady has just called up 
her husband who is dead: 
S. L.: John, dear, is that you? 
Joun: Yes, my dear. 
S. L.: John, are you happy? 
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Jonn: Yes, my dear. 

S. L.: John, dear, are you happier than you 
were on earth with me? 

Joun: Yes, my dear. 

S. L. (sighing): Heaven must be a wonder- 
ful place. 

Joun: I’m not there, Mary, 


FACING A DURATION 


E WAS a small, bow-legged, watery-eyed pri- 

vate in a coloured stevedore company work- 
ing at Brest. He was homesick and miserable. 
The morning after the news of the armistice he 
went to his sergeant, a big raw-boned, powerful 
coloured boy from Texas, and said: “Sarge, 
I’se tired, an’ I wants ter go back home ter 
Alabama. I has toted dese here boxes from de 
ships to de cars until my shoulder is done wore 
down to de bone. I ’listed for de duration ob 
de wah, an’ now de wah is done over, an’ | 
wants ter git on back home.” The sergeant 
looked him over, and up and down. If looks 
could kill, he would have been dead. “Nigger,” 
he said, “git yourself back on dat job! De wah 
am over! Dat’s right! But de duration am 
just started!” 
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PROVED 


HE head of one of the large American rail- 

road companies was making inquiries with 
regard to acquiring a small branch line which 
belonged to one old man, “Now, as to the state 
of your road,” he asked, “is it well and safely 
laid?” “Sir,” replied the old man, indignantly, 
“ours is the safest line in the country. I may 
say that we have been running for over twenty 
years, and have never had a collision.” 
“That’s good!” exclaimed the big man. ‘And 
what’s more, sir,’ went on the proprietor of 
the little line, “a collision would be impossible.” 
“How do you make that out?” queried the other 
in surprise. “I know that the latest automatic 
devices are excellent, but ‘impossible’ is a big 
word.” “It is literally true with us,” was the 
proud rejoinder. ‘In what way?” ‘Well, 
sir, we have only one train.” 


IT WAS POSSIBLE 
ISS MILLIE BROWNE, the prettiest girl 
in the village, was blessed with a father 
who snubbed all young men who came to see 
her. 
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One evening Charles Newton, a bashful 
young man, called. Mr. Browne and old Mr. 
Newton were close friends, but the old man did 
not recognize the visitor. 

“It looks as if it might rain,” the young fellow 
ventured, timidly. 

“Tain’t goin’ to rain,” was the gruff re- 
sponse. 

For about a quarter of an hour they sat in si- 
lence. Finally, the old man’s curiosity got the 
better of him. 

“Who are you?” he growled. 

“Charles Newton, sir.” 

“What! Not old Tom Newton’s son?” 

SY esusiri 

“Well, well,” said Mr. Browne, more kindly, 
“it may rain. It may rain.” 


A_UAS 7 Rie OIL EIST 


ONALD MACTAVISH lay a-dying. He 
had been all day about it, and his wife, 
who had watched with patient expectancy 
since early morn, began to feel the call of her 
neglected household duties. “Aweel, Don,” 
she said, as she moved the light to the table 
by his bed, “I mus’ gang along to the kitchen 
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the noo. Ye’ll no be takin’ yer departure afore 
I come back. But if ye should, ye’ll not forget 
to blow out the candle afore ye dee, will ye?” 


FELLING THE TRUTH 


Pa ARMER sued a railway company for 
damages resulting from the death of one 
of his cows, the poor animal having been run 
into by a goods train. 

The engine-driver was giving evidence. The 
barrister for the farmer heckled the witness on 
all kinds of technicalities, but kept reverting to 
his one pet question, which was: “Now tell 
me, was the cow on the line?” 

The engine-driver became peeved and, hav- 
ing been asked the same question so often, 
answered: “Well, if you want me to tell the 
real truth, the cow was bathing in the stream on 
t’other side of the bank. But the engine saw 
it, left the rails, dashed over the bank, and, 
landing clean on the cow, strangled it to death 
without a word.” 


THEY WERE ALL THERE 


SUCCESSFUL banker, having retired, 
thought he’d get up a stable. As he had 
no knowledge of horseflesh he decided he would 
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take a little expert advice. He knew a livery 
stable keeper and he went to see the man. 
“Thompson,” he said, “I am going to buy a 
stable of horses. Now, when they are trotted 
out for my inspection, how will I tell how old 
they are? I don’t want to buy a lot of anti- 
quated nags, you know.” The liveryman said 
it was by their teeth that horses’ ages were told. 
He intended to go into the matter a little fur- 
ther, but the millionaire, satisfied, hurried off 
The next day a fine coach horse was submitted 
to him by a dealer. “How much do you want 
for this animal?” he asked. “About $1200,” 
the dealer answered. The millionaire opened 
the horse’s mouth and studied its teeth with 
slow care. Then wiping his hands, he laughed 
harshly. “Take it away,” he said. “It’s thirty- 
two years old.” 


TEIST 


REDERICK NIVEN’S “A Tale That Is 

Told”? has a note for library ladies who 

want “the very latest.” Two in Glasgow asked 

in turn and in duet for half-a-dozen novels, all 

of which were announced unprocurable with the 

stereotyped, “I’m sorry, there is not a copy in 
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at present.” At last the youth who attended 
to them came triumphantly back with a volume 
they had asked for. “Oh,” said one. “We 
won’t have it, since it is in. It can’t be any 
good. We want books that everyone is read- 
ing.” The other agreed: “If it’s in, we don’t 
want it.” 


HE COULD TELL 


HE fact that his supposedly adored big 

brother was returning home from college 
that day had been carefully concealed from ten- 
year-old Tommy until he came back from 
school. “Tommy,” said his mother, after her 
younger son had gone upstairs to wash his face, 
and the elder had been concealed in the pantry, 
“I have a big surprise for you.” “I know what 
it is,” replied Tommy, unconcernedly. “Bro- 
ther’s back.” “Why, how did you guess 
that?” “Because my bank won’t rattle any 
more.” 


COMPLETING IT 


IMPSON had been invited to the wedding 
of his friend, Tom. Arriving at the home, 
Simpson was formally introduced to the bride 
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—whom he had never met. After the cere- 
mony, Simpson drew his friend aside. “Tom,” 
he whispered, “what in the world is the matter 
with you? Why, that woman is twice as old 
as you? Her hair and her teeth are false, and 
she’s as ugly as a toad.” “You needn’t whis- 
per, Simpson; she’s also deaf.” 


ILLUSION 


HEY were dining tête-à-tête in the new 

hotels restaurant—he striving to keep 
alive conversation grown strangely one-sided; 
she answering at random monosyllabically, 
when courtesy compelled response. 

“I do so like this room,” she suddenly de- 
clared, enthusiastically, aglow with heightened 
colour. “It’s ever so much nicer than the big 
dining room.” 

“Tt is bright and cozy,” he gallantly agreed. 
“Everythings new and fresh. That’s what 
you like about it?” 

“Y-e-s,” she hesitantly conceded, a flush 
flooding neck and throat. ‘‘But I like all those 
mirrors best. . . . You can flirt with such 
a lot of men in them and before they can really 
locate you, why—you’re gone!” 
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JUST HOW IT WAS 


YOUNG but exceptionally brilliant pro- 

fessor in a Western college was dismissed 
from the faculty because of his inordinate bet- 
ting. The president, interested in his career, 
secured him a position in an Eastern college. 
To the president there he wrote: “The young 
man has a promising future, and anything you 
can do to cure him of betting will be of benefit 
to society.” The professor went East, and was 
cordially received. Conversation had pro- 
ceeded but a few moments when he said to the 
president, “I’ll bet you seventy-five dollars 
you have a wart between your shoulder blades.” 
The president hesitated. “Young man,” he 
said, “ I never bet; but just to teach you a lesson 
I will take you up.” He thereupon proved to 
the young man’s satisfaction that he was in 
error, and the professor paid the seventy-five. 
The president wrote West relating the incident, 
concluding—‘‘I hope that I have cured him.” 
The other wrote back: “I fear the case is hope- 
less. The very day he left here he bet me one 
hundred dollars that he could make you take 
off your shirt.” 
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A HUMANITARIAN 


COWMAN from Medicine Bow stepped 
into a cigar store in Chicago and asked for 
a match. “‘Matches,” replied the clerk, “are 
for sale, not to give away.” “‘How much are 
they?” “One cent a box.” The cowman 
bought a box, and handed it back after taking 
out a match. ‘Here,’ he said, “put that back 
on your shelf, and when a gentleman asks you 
for a light give him one.” 


NIOSH E Per ORs iel 


AMES K. HACKETT, who played Shake- 
| speare very successfully during the Paris 
season by invitation of the French Govern- 
ment, told an entertaining story recently. 
“Once after a performance of ‘Macbeth,’”’ he 
said, “a card was brought in to me, and I con- 
sented to see its owner, though he was a stran- 
ger. Well, the man came in pompously enough. 
He was elderly and he was afflicted with a bad 
stutter. He w-wanted t-to k-kn-n-now, how- 
ever, if I hadn’t a vacancy for him, as it was his 
heart’s desire to be a great tragedian. Well, 
I said, of course, that I could do nothing for 
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him. So he took up his hat, heaved a deep 
sigh, and murmured: ‘Then I’ll have to k-keep 
on t-teaching elocution for the p-present.’”’ 


AMBROSE ALWAYSRIGHT 
(The only verse in this Book) 


I murdered Ambrose Alwaysright, 

By request, on Monday night. 
Ambrose was a male monstrosity, 
Simply oozing with pomposity. 

He was very avaricious, 

Mean, unmanly, and malicious. 

He used everyone. He used 

All the people he abused. 

He would dine with A— on Sunday 
And abuse the man on Monday. 

In a Grill Room he would grumble, 
You would pay and he would fumble. 
Decency he would resent 

And dismiss as ‘‘sentiment,”’ 

So I killed him. When committed 

I was instantly acquitted. 

When acquitting me, the Judge 

Did not hesitate or budge. 

“Smith,” he said, “how good your nerve is; 
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You’ve performed a public service. 
Come and dine to-night; another 
Alwaysright (the dead man’s brother) 
Will be there, at eight o’clock——”’ 
I nodded as I left the dock. 
—G. D., in Westminster Gazette. 


HER DUTY 


SCOTSMAN and his daughter Janet vis- 
ited some relatives in London, and every- 
where that the father went Janet was sure to go. 
Janet’s aunt at last suggested to her niece 
that she might sometimes let her father go out 
alone. This was Janet’s reply :— l 
“Ay, ahnty, but he wahnts me,” explained 
Janet. “He canna thole to stir out o’ the hoose 
his lane. Ye wadna beleeve ho fasht he is ony- 
where wi-oot me. Ye see, father taa’ks sic 
braid Scoatch that stranger folk dinna ken 
what it’s a’ aboot, an’ I hae tae gang wi’ him 


tae dae the conversin’. 


3 


TOO MUCH FOR HIM 


ISS JANE ADDAMS of Hull House said 
at a Chicago tea: “Laundry prices are so 
high that clean things are a luxury, even to 
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dukes. The old Duke of Devonshire once saw 
in a newspaper that among a certain young 
bride’s wedding presents was a set of silver 
napkin rings. ‘What the devil are napkin 
rings?’ the duke asked. ‘In a certain class of 
society, a noble sociologist explained, ‘clean 
napkins are not furnished with every meal, 
and therefore each member of the family has a 
distinctive napkin ring.’ The old duke thought 
this over in silence for a long time. Then he 
exclaimed: ‘Good God!” 


DISTANCE 


NSD a took a taxi one rainy 
day from the Capitol to his home in the 
suburbs. Upon arrival the chauffeur charged 
him four dollars. ‘But,’ protested the mem- 
ber of Congress, “you are charging me for four 
miles. I understand the distance is only two 
and a half miles.” “It is, as a general thing, 


sir,” assented the taxi driver, “but, you see, we 
skidded a lot.” 


DID THEY KNOW? 


peer three hours the auctioneer had tried to 
arouse his listeners to the proper pitch of 
enthusiasm. 
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But either the weather or their lunch had 
disagreed with them, and they simply would not 
be roused. The sale was one of horses, and lot 
after lot went for very low prices. At last the 
high-water mark was reached when a sad and 
sorry animal was led into the ring. 

“Now, gentlemen,” shouted the auctioneer, 
“what offers for this lot? Will somebody 
start the bidding?” 

There was a pause. Then a voice came from 
somewhere in the middle of the crowd. 

“Five shillings!” it said. 

“Gentlemen, gentlemen!” protested the auc- 

tioneer, tearfully. ‘The horse is alive!” 


SAVING HIMSELF 


COLOURED preacher in Alabama had at 

one time served a short jail sentence and 
was fearful lest his congregation discover the 
fact, as in his later years he had been a model of 
rectitude. One Sunday, rising to begin his 
sermon, his heart sank to see a former cellmate 
sitting in the front row. Quick thinking was 
necessary. Fixing his eye on the unwelcome 
guest, the preacher announced solemnly: “Ah 
takes mah text dis mo’nin’ from de sixty-fo’th 
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chaptah and fo’ hundredth verse of de book of 
Job, which says: ‘Dem as sees and knows me, 
and says nothin’, dem will Ah see later.’ ” 


GOING UP 


ES,” said the old man to his visitor, “I 

am proud of my girls and would like to see 
them comfortably married, and as I have made 
a little money they will not go penniless to 
their husbands. There is Mary, twenty-five 
years old, and a really good girl. I shall give 
her one thousand dollars when she marries. 
Then comes Bet, who won’t see thirty-five 
again. I shall give her three thousand dollars, 
and the man who takes Eliza, who is forty, 
will have five thousand dollars with her.” The 
young man reflected a moment and then asked, 
“You haven’t one about fifty, have you?” 


MORE THAN HE COULD STAND 


SAILOR on furlough was strolling in the 
country when he saw for the first time in 
his life two men working on a cross-cut saw, 
sawing a tree in two. The sailor stood for 
about a quarter of an hour watching the two 


223 


LISTEN OF siete SE 


men, one of whom was very tall, while the other 
was very short. The sailor at last made a sud- 
den spring and dealt the taller man a blow in 
the face. 

““What—what’s this?” stammered the big 
man. 

“You big coward!” cried the sailor. “I’ve 
been watching you for the last quarter of an 
hour trying to take that saw from the little 
fellow!” 


EONGTON, LOR Ds 


ORD HALSBURY in one of his terms of 
office had occasion to visit a certain luna- 

tic asylum in his official capacity. 

“Im the Lord Chancellor,” he announced to 
the attendant at the door. 

The man looked at him curiously for a mo- 
ment. 

“This way, sir,” he said very firmly; “we ’ave 
three more of ’em in ’ere!”’ 


Gd HOR ILL NGG: 


ITTLE DOROTHY had just returned from 
a short visit to her Aunt Elsa in Wash- 
ington when the minister made his annual 
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call upon her very religious mother. After her 
mother had flutteringly seated him on the plush 
sofa in front of the fire, the minister turned to 
Dorothy. “Well, my dear, did you have a 
nice time at your Aunt Elsa’s??” “Oh, yethir,” 
replied Dorothy promptly, “I had a lovely 
time.” “Well—well, and what did you do?” 
pursued the minister. “Oh, I went to the 
loveliest Thunday-thchool! The music played, 
the shade went up, and all the girlth danced!” 


JUST LLKEEʻAM E RTCA 


HE American in England affords cause for 
much perplexity and astonishment to his 
English kinsmen. 

A Yankee soldier was being shown over an 
old church where hundreds y people were 
buried. 

“A great many people sleep between these 
walls,” said the guide, indicating the in- 
scription-covered floor with a sweep of his 
hand. 

“So?” said the Sammy. “Same way over in 
our country. Why don’t you get a more inter- 
esting preacher?” 
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TENDER MEMORIES 


HUT that door!” yelled the rough man. 
“Where were you raised—in a barn?” The 
man addressed meekly and silently complied, 
but the speaker looking at him a moment later 
observed that he was in tears. Going over 
to his victim he apologized. ‘Oh, come,” he 
said, soothingly, “you shouldn’t take it to 
heart because I asked if you were raised in a 
barn.” 
“That’s it; that’s it,” sobbed the other man. 
“Į was raised in a barn, and it makes me home- 
sick every time I hear an ass bray.” 


DISGCLAIMED 


N OLD Negro went to the office of the 
commissioner of registration in a Missouri 

town and applied for registration papers. 

“What is your name?” asked the official. 

“George Washington,” was the reply. 

“Well, George, are you the man who cut 
down the cherry tree?” 

“No, sah, I aint de man. I ain’t done no 
work for nigh onto a year.” 
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SHE WAS SAFE 


ENATOR LENROOT tells a story that 

emphasizes the safety of the maillard as 
a bathing garment. A beautiful Eastern girl 
unused to the sleeveless, legless garment ap- 
peared in one on a California beach and gazed 
timidly at the tremendous Pacific breakers. 
“Ts it safe?” she asked an attendant. ‘That 
wild sea makes me nervous.” “Don’t be ner- 
vous, lady,” said the attendant, studying the 
girl’s figure with respectful admiration. “All 
the young fellers’ll be keeping an eye on you all 
the time.” 


TRYING 


HE judge liked a drink before his dinner; 

sometimes he liked one after his dinner. 
He was a first-rate judge of the merits of dis- 
tilled liquors. 

Perhaps that was why he looked with dis- 
favour upon the products of a little one-horse 
distillery which was started in the neighbour- 
hood of his court. These products were more 
famous for fire and potency than for purity 
and mellowness. 
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One day the Court had adjourned and the 
judge was refreshing himself. In came a friend. 

“Judge,” said the new-comer, “have you 
ever tried any of the stuff they’re making at 
that new still-house?”’ 

“No,” said the judge; “but I’ve tried nearly 
everybody that did try it.” 


NUMERICAL 


EAN INGE told a story recently that is 

like to endanger his reputation for gloomi- 
ness. He was remarking that the byways as 
well as the highways of church life furnish much 
in the way of wit and humour. He proceeded 
to relate the story of a certain rector’s cook. 
One evening they allowed her to choose the 
hymn for family prayers. When the ceremony 
was over the vicar’s wife said to her: “That 
was a very nice hymn you chose this evening, 
cook!” ‘Yes, mum,” said the cook, “‘it’s the 
number of my policeman.” 


OH, DEAR! 


R. GEORGE BERNARD SHAW, who, 
as might be suspected’ from a perusal of 
“Back to Methuselah,” is a victim of dyspepsia, 
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was preparing his lunch at the Garrick Club in 
London. It consisted of brown bread and cod- 
liver oil. Sir James Barrie came in and sat 
down by his side at the long table. His at- 
tention was caught by Mr. Shaw’s strange ef- 
forts, and after watching him for a moment, 
he said to him, 

“Tell me, Shaw; have you eaten that or are 
you going to?” 


BETTER LATE THAN NEVER 


HE caller was undeniably large. When he 
walked he rippled, and one had the feeling 
that if he sat down suddenly he would splash. 
He waddled into the lawyer’s office and stated 
that he wished to sue a neighbour for damages 
on account of libel. ) 
“Well,” stated the aggrieved party, “he up and 
called me a hippopotamus—that’s wut he done!”’ 
“When did he call you this name?” 
“It’s a-goin’ on two years ago.” 
“When did you first hear about it?” 
“That very next day.” 
“Indeed,” said the lawyer; “then why did you 
wait nearly two years before taking action?” 
“Well,” stated the prospective plaintiff, 
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“ontil that there circus showed yesterday, an’ 
I went down fur to see it, I thought all the time 
that he wuz payin’ me a compliment.” 


PURELY PERSONAL 


HE filling up of forms is not regarded as an 

especially amusing occupation, but the 
people who have to read the forms that you 
misfill when you insure your life get some fun 
to know the cause of death of your father ard 
mother or if they are living. One man filled in 
“If living—no; cause of death, nothing serious.” 
Then there was the man who summarized a 
domestic drama in a few words. ‘“‘Father— 
hanged; mother—cause of death—father.” 
A firm with modern ideas of profit-sharing in- 
vited its employees to apply for shares. One 
young lady in the millinery department gave 
her name and address correctly, and then, 
under the heading “description,” wrote “ Me- 
dium height; fairly good looking.” 


INSIDE DISCIPLINE 


HILE a country school superintendent in 
the South was making a tour of inspection, 
he visited a Negro school where the order main- 
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tained by the teacher was remarkable. Every 
child seemed to be absorbed in the school work 
and yet the teacher did not impress the super- 
intendent as a disciplinarian. Finally, after 
watching proceedings for a while, he turned and 
said in a low tone to the teacher: “Johnson, 
how in the world do you keep such good order? 
Do you whip the children much?” 

“No, sir,’ the teacher declared; “I never 
whip them.” 

“Do you keep them in?” 

“No, sir; I never keep them in.” 

“Do you make them do extra work for 
punishment?” 

“No, sir; I never make them do any extra 
work.” 

“Then how ever do you manage them?” 

“Well, sir, I’ll tell you,” the teacher replied, 
confidentially. ‘‘When they don’t do right I 
just eat up their dinner, and I don’t have any 
more trouble.” 


PARLIAMENTARY LANGUAGE 


WELL-KNOWN member of Parliament 
was strap-hanging in a crowded first- 
class carriage on the District Railway. When 
the train swerved into South Kensington, a 
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girl who was standing without any support 
lurched toward him, and to save herself, 
clutched him round the neck with her arms. 
She blushingly apologized, and the Member of 
Parliament, in Chesterfieldian manner, said, 
“Madame, pray say no more. There are some 
situations suddenly and unexpectedly forced 
upon us which are by no means of an unpleasant 
character.” 


A GOOD GILBERT STORY 


HERE has been a revival of Gilbert stories, 

but here is one we have not seen, and which 
chronicles one of the rare occasions when W.S. 
G. was scored off. 

An actor with whom he was not on particu- 
larly good terms met him and asked him how he 
was. 

“Only middling,” replied Gilbert. “It’s in- 
digestion, I fancy, but I have a peculiarly bitter 
taste in my mouth.” 

“Been biting your tongue?” asked the mum- 
mer with feigned sympathy. 


E USH 


HIS reaches us from Moscow: In one of 
the new “cafés,” the latest and chief off- 
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springs of Lenin’s ‘‘new economic policy,” a 
group of gentlemen following the profession po- 
litely known in Russia as “speculators,” in 
Germany as “Schieber” (in this country the 
nearest qualification would be “‘profiteers’”’), 
are gathered round a fresh copy of the local 
Isvestia discussing the results of the recent 
elections to the local Soviet. One of the 
company reads out a list of names of the newly 
elected members: Isaac Rothenstein, Jacob 
Abramson, Moses Goldenstein, Aaron Isaako- 
vich, Mark Cohen, Abraham Finkelmann 
. . . and so on till he reaches the name 
Petroff. Which Petroff? asks one of the 
coterie. “‘MosesorIsaacr”’ “Neither,” replies 
the gentleman with the newspaper. “Ivan 
Petroff, a real Petroff, a Christian.” ‘“‘What 
bounders these Christians are!’’ exclaims the 
other. “How they do manage to push them- 
selves in everywhere!” 


A POOR OUTLOOK 
HE minister of a Scottish country parish 
had accepted a call to a wider sphere, and 
was paying a few farewell visits. 
“So ye’re gaun tae leave us,” said one of the 
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oldest of his parishioners. “‘What will we dae 
noo?” 

“Oh, Mrs. Macfarlane,” replied the minister, 
in affable tones, “you’ll soon get a far better 
man!” 

Deed, sir,” came the despondent rejoinder. 
“I hae my doots. We've had five in my time, 
and every one o’ them has been worse than the 
last!” 


THERE IS MORE THAN ONE WAY 


Jeee I’m going to give a lot of these old 
clothes to the charity organization,” Brown 


announced to his wife. “Here are socks and 
shirts that ought to do some poor fellow a lot 
of good.” 


Alice came over to look into the matter. 

“I guess it will be all right,” she agreed. 
“But, my gracious! I can’t send that stuff 
out like that. Why, there are a lot of buttons 
off the shirts, and the socks need darning!”’ 

In a few days Alice had the garments fixed 
up and announced to hubby he could send the 
package off to the charity organization now. 

“But, Alice,” he protested. when he looked 
the stuff over. “You have it in such good 
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shape that I’m going to wear them awhile 
longer myself.” 

As Alice went out of the room hubby smiled 
contentedly. 

“It worked! It worked!” he observed 
under his breath. 


FET SECO 


ELL, that’s settled!” sighed a north side 
man to his wife the other evening, after 
he, apparently, had been ruminating over the 
holiday nightmare. ‘‘Now let’s go to a movie.” 

“What’s settled?” she asked. 

“Oh, I was just figuring out what I would do 
with $100,000 if someone should give it to me,” 
he replied. 

“Well, what would you do?” 

“Pd give it right back to the fellow that gave 
it to me and save the trouble of paying it out in 
small amounts. Come on.” 


SHE COULDN'T HELP IT 


COUNTRY maid of all work was particu- 
larly successful in breaking plates and 
dishes. One day, after some very special 
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pieces of crockery had “crashed,” her mistress 
received the following note from Jane: “Dear 
ma’am, I am sorry | have broke so many dishes, 
and I will pay for them when ‘The Vampire of 
Blood Red Creek’ has finished at the picture 
theatre.—Y ours obedient, Jane Brown.” 


ATNOBLCETLORD 


CERTAIN nobleman of doubtful habits 
received a letter from one of his innumer- 
able creditors. He wrote that he was ill and 
down on his luck. “Could his lordship let him 
have a little cash on account?” 
His lordship instantly wrote to a friend: 
“Dear X. Please be good enough to look 
after poor Smith, and if necessary call in a 
doctor. I feel concerned about his health, and 
am fully prepared to owe the doctor his fee.” 


ENLIGHTENMENT 


FAMOUS novelist, who specializes in 

medieval romance, was having his por- 

trait painted by an equally famous artist. 

Said the painter: “Would you mind not look- 

ing at the picture till it’s finished? It seems a 
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silly thing to ask, but——” The promise was 
given and only too faithfully kept, for after the 
last sitting the novelist put on his hat and 
walked straight out of the studio, never even 
looking at the completed masterpiece, much less 
paying the artist the compliment he deserved. 
Later on, when the portrait was being exhibited, 
the two met again, and the painter smilingly 
expounded his grievance. Whereupon the nov- 
elist read him the following letter addressed to 
himself: “Sir, I always loathed your books. 
Now I have seen your portrait I know why. 
‘“ Yours truly, 
‘NOT AN ADMIRER.” 


SPEAK! SPEAK! 


ITTLE ANNIE was possessed of a most 
friendly disposition, but had not reached 
the age when she could understand the silence 
that may wrap itself round a wordless intimacy. 
In fact, she demanded speech, frequent and 
loving. 

One night her brother was studying his arith- 
metic lesson most assiduously, and after calling 
to him several times, without receiving an 
answer, she appealed to her father. 
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“George is busy,” said father. 
“I know,” replied Annie, “but he might at 


> 99 


least have said ‘Shut up’. 


KEE-RECT! 


ENERAL PARKER and his aide were 
travelling from one post to another on in- 
spection. The general noted that the driver of 
the four-line team seemed to know his mules 
well and always addressed them by name. 
“Get up dar, Tom! Frow yo’se’f inter dat 
collar, Sam! Steady dar, Jim! Mahnd yo’ 
step, General!”’ 
General Parker finally asked: 
“How did you come to name that mule 
“General’?’’ 
“Well, suh, yo’ see he does most of de prancin’ 
but mighty little of de pullin’.” 


CHE SILVER LINLNG 


HERE was a certain Scottish merchant 
who before the war had a large Continental 
business connection. One day a friend said to 
him, “This war must have hit you very hard.” 
“Varra hard,” said the merchant, shaking his 
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head sadly; “I’ve ower sixteen hundred pounds 
owin’ me in Germany, an’ I’m no’ sure Ill ever 
see a bawbee o't.” “Indeed,” said the other, 
“that’s hard luck.” ‘“‘Losh!” answered the 
Scotsman, “it is so, but no’ a’togither, for I 
owe five thoosand poonds tae thae same Ger- 
mans.” 


A QUICK THINKER 


PEAKING of alibis,” said Jim Bottorff, 

who prosecutes the cases of the State of 
Indiana in the Clark circuit court at Jefferson- 
ville, and has sometimes been troubled by alibis 
which he distrusted but could not disprove, “I 
knew an old Negro once—well, he sure was a 
quick thinker. This Negro used to deal with a 
grocer named John Burnside, who had a store 
just north of Jeffersonville. One night the 
Negro crawled through a small hole, made only 
for chickens, and when he crawled out a chicken 
went with him. Next day Burnside picked up 
the Negro’s grocery account book near the 
place the chicken had been and was not. He 
silently handed out the book to the Negro who 
came later to make a purchase, and then said: 
“ĮI found it in the chicken house, Uncle.” “Yes, 
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sah, yes, sah; suah, sah. I’se left it thar so’s 
you could charge up the chicken, sah.” 


THEA MASE UR AWW ER 


ECOND-STORY MIKE had insisted that 
he have the right to cross-examine in person 
the plaintiff against him in a recent case in Los 
Angeles. 
“Where was you when yer house was busted 
into?” he roared. 
“In bed.” 
“What did yer do?” 
“I jumped out of bed and looked for the 
burglar.” 
“Did yer find him?” 
“Yes. I saw him and chased him.” 
“How far did yer chase me?” thundered 
Mike. 
And he is still wondering how it happened 
that the trial stopped right there. 


NOLB AICE TULK ERIE. 


VANAT the painter was mixing materials 
for a new coat he chatted with the lady 
of the house. 
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“T understand you come from the southern 
part of the country, where I was raised,” the 
housewife observed. 

“Oh, yes, I live near Woodworth.” 

“Have you lived there long?” 

“Well, I was born fifty-five years ago in ‘ite 
house where | still live.” 

“That’s a pretty long time to live in one 
house.” 

“Yes,” the painter replied, “It’s getting to 
feel just like home to me.” 


Meio Peak HEIN IN PHOS BLINDNESS 


MISSIONARY in India was waited on by 
a stately Indian, an applicant for the post 
of cook. The interview was satisfactory, and 
the missionary said at the end: 
“I guess I’ll engage you. By the way, 
though, what’s your religion?” 
“Beg pardon, sar,” said the Indian. “I am 
heathen.” 
“Heathen? What do you mean by that?” 
said the missionary. 
“Beg pardon, sar, am worshipper of sticks 
and stones.” ‘‘My gracious,” said the mis- 
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sionary, “Im afraid I can’t employ such a 
character as that.” 

“Beg pardon, sar,” said the Indian, “for thy 
dear sake work so damn hard no time to worship 
anything.” 


A -USERPUL, bi PYLE AR TG 


HE pedlar standing in the gutter holding a 

tray of small articles in front of him didn’t 
seem to be doing much business. We began a 
desultory conversation on the usual lines, bad 
trade, high prices, and praise of past days. 
“You're right, guvnor; business is rotten. 
Very ’ard to get ’old of a decent cheap line now- 
adays. Not but what I ’aven’t ’ad ’em in my 
time. I remember before the war, just about 
this time of the year, too, | was a-standing ’ere 
selling nut-crackers at a penny a time. 
Straight! Sold like ’ot cakes they did. Won- 
derful line fora penny.” He paused reflectively, 
and so did I. “Mind you,” he added, “you 
’ad to ’ave special nuts for ’em, you know.” 


“AND SO THEY WERE MARRIED” 


FORGETFUL squire in a small New 
Hampshire town was in the habit of 
carrying about with him a slip of paper upon 
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which were written the words of the marriage 
ceremony. He would not trust his memory 
on the subject and the few dollars he received 
in fees helped marvellously in the annual income. 

One day, however, at a county fair, he was 
approached by a couple who wished to enter 
the holy bonds and discovered to his horror 
that he had left the formula at home. Never- 
theless, he put a brave front on it. 

“You wanter marry this young woman?” he 
asked the groom. 

“I do,” 

“Young woman, you wanter marry this 
feller?” 

“I do.” 

“Then,” with a sigh of relief: “I pronounce 
you man and wife accordin’ to the memorandum 
I must have left at home in my other pants 
pocket.” 


ONE LOOK WAS ENOUGH 


HIS comedy—or tragedy, what you will— 
occurred in a London club. An old and 
highly popular member had for the past twenty 
years been almost totally blind. Although he 
had laughed and drunk with his fellow members, 
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all that time he had never really seen them. A 
little time ago a wonderful eye doctor took him 
in hand and decided to operate. The operation 
was amazingly successful. The sight com- 
pletely returned, and the whole club decided to 
give the old gentleman a dinner to celebrate 
the event. The great day arrived and the 
“boys” were assembled “at 7:15 for 7:30” in 
the smoking room en masse. The guest of 
honour entered, saw his boon companions for 
the first time, murmured “Good God!” and 
staggered out of the door and into a taxi. He 
hasn’t been seen in the club since. 


ONLY A FOLLOWER 


OOR JOCK had a wife who never could 
stay very long in one place. A short time 
ago she was moving once more and as her 
husband, weary and dejected-looking, was walk- 
ing behind the van, he was accosted by an ac- 
quaintance. “‘Whaur are ye gaun noo, Jock?” 
asked the man. Jock shook his head sadly. 
“Mon,” he said, “I dinna ken; I’m followin’ 
the flittin’.” 
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REVELATION 


MERCHANT named Pete Tomasso was 

selling us cheese and spaghetti, and he 
told us he favoured a “revelation,” as he pro- 
nounced it, to kill all the rich and make America 
a better place for his boy. We told him that 
when the revolution began a tough Yankee 
sailor was planning to shoot him and carry off 
the groceries from his shop. Tomasso was 
amazed and frightened. “Why he wanta keel 
a me?” he asked, waving his fat hands. We 
told him we couldn’t understand it ourself, 
but this Yankee was just a tough guy that 
wouldn’t listen to reason. It quieted Tomasso 
and he talked no more for a “revelation,” He 
has had all the revelation he needed. 


ULTERIOR MOTIVES 


IG BROTHER, now well along in the 

mysteries of first grade, has acquired a 
surprising vocabulary of boy-world things, 
with ideals all his own. The other evening at 
dinner Daddy was telling Mother what size 
salaries the company pays in the traffic depart- 
ment, evoking from Mother: “Well, Daddy, if 
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that’s the case you’d better get transferred to 
the traffic department, don’t you think?” 

Up spoke Big Brother eagerly: “Yes, yes, 
Daddy, please do be a policeman! Then I'll 
lick every boy in first grade, I’ll say.” 


POWER! 


T WAS with much pride that a Kansas City 
matron was relating to a large company the 
other day how far superior her children were 
to those of her Country Club neighbours, es- 
pecially in respect to playing out in the street. 
It is the exceptional Country Club child, she 
pointed out, that does not get out and play in 
the streets. At the height of her discourse her 
eldest child came in with the report that Bobby, 
the younger, was out in the middle of the street, 
and was resisting all attempts to remove him. 
The mother dashed out in great humiliation 
and temper, and found the child, like any ordi- 
nary Country Club urchin, flat on his stomach 
in the middle of the boulevard. ‘‘What does 
this mean?” the mother demanded, yanking 
the youngster to his feet. “What are you do- 
ing, lying out there in the street?” “Mother,” 
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replied Bobby, very distinctly, “I was making 
the motors go round.” 


FOREWARNED 


EORGE BELLOWS, the eminent painter, 
said at a Brooklyn tea: 

“You know these British highbrows who 
come over here to astonish us all the time? 
Well, I attended a lecture by one of them, a 
writer, on the literary art last night.” 

“How was the lecture?” a sculptor asked. 

“The best criticism of it that I heard,” Mr. 
Bellows answered, “came from a fat old man at 
the end of the show. He gave his wife a bitter 
look and said: 

“*Well, you would come!” 


COLD COMFORT 


HERE is a limit even to kindness to ani- 
mals. A country practitioner came in out 
of the wind and rain the other day, cold and wet, 
to snatch a few minutes by the dining-room 
fire. A Great Dane monopolized the hearth- 
rug, a pug snored on the easy chair, and a cat 
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with four kittens purred on the sofa. Looking 
round for a resting-place for himself, the poor 
man was furtively contemplating an attack 
with his umbrella: “There’s plenty of room in 
the umbrella stand,” said his wife, icily. 


HE FELT GIDDY 


HERE was a sound of revelry by night 
for the Browns were giving a party. Mr. 
Brown was singing, ‘“‘’ Tis Love that Makes the 
World Go Round,” and Master William Brown 
made good the golden moment to take a turn 
at Mr. Brown’s pipe in the study. Shortly 
afterward it was apparent that William was not 
well. 
“Goodness, child!” cried his mother. ‘“‘Have 
you been smoking?” 
“No, Mother!” gasped her son. ‘‘ But—I— 
I must be in love!” 


THAT WAS DIFFERENT 
HE author of “Main Street,” Sinclair Lewis, 
was the victim of a little leg-pulling at a 
lunch party in London. Lewis had been hold- 
ing forth thus: “Mine is an ideal marriage. 
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My wife and I share our sorrows, our joys, our 


ambitions, our hopes, our——”. Then a clever 
Scotswoman interrupted: “What about the 
conversation, Mr. Lewis?” . . . There was 


a lot of silence. 


THAT READING ALOUD STUFF 


UBBY was reading aloud from the news- 

paper to his wife. Now and then he 
paused and asked a question, but her replies 
indicated that she was not listening very closely. 
When he reproached her, she indignantly re- 
torted that she was listening most intently. 

He continued reading for a few minutes, and 
then, seeing a far-away look in his wife’s eyes, 
he began to read as follows: 

“‘Last night, at about 2 o’clock in the after- 
noon, a few minutes before breakfast, a hungry 
boy, about 60 years old, bought an orange for 
a dime, and threw it through a concrete wall 
twenty feet thick. 

“With a cry of despair, he jumped into a dry 
millpond, broke his arm at the knee joint, and 
was burned alive. 

“It was only ten years after, on the same 
day and at the same hour, that a goat gave 
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chase to six elephants just as a high wind began 
to blow, killing three dead horses and a nickel 
cigar that had just come out of the hospital.’ 

“There, what do you think of that?” cried 
hubby, as he finished reading. 

“I think it was a splendid bargain, dear,” 
said his wife. “You had better get half a 
dozen, as your stock of shirts is running low.” 


A PROPHECY 


T. PETER was on his way down to the 
gates to set them ajar for the day for some 

people and to slide the bar in place for others. 
As he passed along the street he spied an object 
so small, so tiny, so microscopical in appear- 
ance that he stopped to: gaze on him and inquire 
how he had come on high without passing the 
gate in the usual way. | 

“Just naturally. For years and years, I’ve 
been getting higher and higher, every year, 
closer to the top all the time, and now Pm 
this high.” Y 

“What are you—a soul?” l 

“Not at all. I never had a soul and nobody 
who ever had anything to do with the making 
of me ever had a soul.” 
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“Well, I certainly do not understand at wi 
how you could get here.” 

“I admit that I don’t exactly belong in any 
such place as this, but when you know who and 
what I am you will easily see this, being the 
highest place I could possibly reach, I simply 
had to get here in time. I just had to go out 
of sight so far as the earth is concerned.” 

“Would you mind telling me who or what 
you are?” 

“Tm the bottom of a strawberry box.” 


HE WAS NOT MEAN 


T A railway station in a certain southern 

town a number of. passengers who were 
waiting for a train distributed themselves along 
the platform, their feet hanging over. Pres- 
ently there came along a native, a sour-faced 
individual, with a rope in his hand. It subse- 
quently appeared that he was looking for a 
stray mule. 

- He came out of the bush opposite the station 
and stood for some time looking up and down 
the tracks. Then he directed his gaze to the 
group of waiting passengers on the platform 
with their feet hanging over. He regarded 
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them listlessly for quite a while, then suddenly 
called out: 

“Hey, there! You-all 

“What is it?” demanded someone, startled 
by the sudden cry. 

“Hist your feet!” 

This injunction to “bist” was complied 
with by all with alacrity, for as they looked 
down over the platform they perceived a big 
rattlesnake just coiling for a strike. 

A handy grindstone was dropped on the rep- 
tile, and one of the men thanked the native for 
his timely warning. 

He smiled grimly. “I don’t s’pose I deserve 
much thanks,” he said, “but some men who 
had lost a mule an’ been huntin’ for it for three 
days would have been kinder careless bout 
that snake. However, gents, there ain’ any- 
thing mean "bout me!” 


1” 


DIMINISHING 


URING a recent lecture tour abroad Ste- 
phen Leacock appeared at a popular sea- 
side resort on the southern coast of England. 
The hall was a large one, but the audience was 
conspicuously small. Mr. Leacock thus began 
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his address: “It has been forty-three years 
since my last appearance in B——-; neither the 
sea nor the sky seems quite as blue as I re- 
member them, but I am quite sure, judging by 
the size of the audience to-night, that the popu- 
lation of the city has shrunk at least one- 
third!” 


NOTE ON THE AMERICAN LANGUAGE 


HAUNCEY DEPEW made one of his 
clever after-dinner speeches in London 
not long ago and a British peer, noting the big 
ovation the speaker received, turned to an 
American sitting near and asked: “Who is this 
chap Depew? Of what class is he in your 
country? what station does he occupy?” 
“Station?” queried the Yankee. “Why, 
the Grand Central station, of course.” 
“Oh, I see,” said his lordship, “you mean the 
upper middle class.” 


MORAL DON’T 


GENTLEMAN who lived abroad had em- 
ployed for many years an excellent 
Chinese cook. He decided to raise the man’s 
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wages. When the Chinaman received the in- 
creased money at the end of the month, he. 
said, “Why have you paid me more?” “Be- 
cause you have been such a good cook,” his 
employer replied. ‘‘Then you have been swin-- 
dling me all these years,” cried the Chinaman, 
and he promptly left his master’s service. 


SYSTEM 


NINE-YEAR-OLD youngster who has a 
cultured mother and has received the 
most careful training all his young life had his 
luncheon alone downtown yesterday. His fam- 
ily is exceedingly careful of his- diet at home, 
but the boy placed on his own tray yesterday 
baked beans, a dill pickle, and brick ice cream. 
He timed himself to determine how quickly he 
could consume the beans with a soup spoon, 
used a knife and fork for the brick cream, and 
threw the pickle at a schoolmate who sat at 
an adjoining table. 


GETTENG AT Ad 


HE cleaning of Big Ben reminds one of a 
1 grandfather’s clock treasured in a certain 
Gloucestershire village. The ancient in whose 
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family it is an heirloom tells visitors that while 
his clock is a rare timekeeper, nobody in the 
household understands much about it except 
himself, yet it only wants studying a bit. 

“When the hands stand at twelve,” he ex- 
plains, “it strikes two, and then I know it be 
twenty minutes to seven.” 


WRONG DEPARTMENT 


< TD IGHT this way,” the salesman of an Illinois 

street department store directed, in re- 
sponse to a young couple’s queries as to the 
location of the trunk department. 

With a wedding day only a week away, per- 
haps they were too excited to make themselves 
plain in asking for what they wished. There 
was so much to be looked after in preparation 
for a honeymoon—wardrobe trunks, steamer 
trunks, valises. 

“What department is this?” the bride-to-be 
asked anxiously as they came suddenly to the 
end of an aisle. 

“Bathing suits,’ the clerk informed. them 
politely. ; 

255 


LISTEN TO THESE 


HIGH FINANCE 


ESPITE many distressful letters from his 

bank manager, a hard-up author con- 
tinued to overdo his overdraft. He had been 
threatened and adjured, but still he overdrew 
—like the good artist that he was. Then, on 
a check being passed, the manager wrote per- 
sonally and, having explained that this kind 
of thing must not occur until, etc., wound up 
with this: “At least, let us come to a plain 
understanding. What I want to be made clear 
is: are you banking with us, or are we banking 
with you?” 


eee 


HELPING HIM OUT 


AMUEL HOPKINS ADAMS was array- 
ing himself for the links one day after 
luncheon while a friend waited outside his room. 
The friend was the complete golf “fan”— 
the kind that talks, thinks, and dreams only 
of golf and in golfing terms. Adams, hastening 
as best as he could, heard his rival growling 
and fuming, and besought his patience. 
“Pll be there in two minutes.” 
“What’s the matter with you, anyway?” 
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barked the other. “You’ve been quarter of an 
hour already.” 

“Pve lost a collar-button,” explained Adams, 
on hands and knees before the bureau. 

There was a silence; then from outside 
came the voice, absent-minded but sharp with 
impatience: 

“Well, drop another and play three, can’t 
you?” 


WRONG 


BRIGHT-eyed, dirty-faced, grimy-fisted, 

speckled youngster was trying to sell 
papers to indifferent diners in Newman’s tea 
room the other night. “If you’d wash your 
face and hands,” said a motherly woman, “I’m 
sure you'd sell more papers.” The next night 
the newsy, with clean face and hands, his 
freckles shining and his tie neatly knotted, con- 
fided to another newsy, outside the entrance: 
“She sure give me a bum steer. I scrubbed 
and scrubbed and | ain’t sold a darned paper.” 


AND SHAW IS THAT WAY 


N HIS book, “A Survey,” Max Beerbohm has 
some excellent caricatures, the drawings 
being accompanied by delicious texts. For ex- 
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ample, the study of George Brandes as an old- 
clothes dealer to whom George Bernard Shaw 
is trying to sell his old garments. “What’ll 
you take for the lot?” asks Brandes. “ Im- 
mortality,” Shaw replies. ‘‘Come,” says 
Brandes, ‘‘I’ve handled these goods before! 
Coat, Mr. Schopenhauer’s; waistcoat, Mr. 
Ibsen’s; Mr. Nietzsche’s trousers’— “Ah,” 
breaks in Shaw, “but look at the patches.” 


SHE KNEW 


HE Woman has heard many jokes about 
the way other women act when about to in- 
vest in the luxury of theatre tickets. Her own 
experience while waiting to get seats to see a 
certain play was richer than anything she’d 
ever heard on a vaudeville stage, according to 
the N. Y. Sun. 
“What are the best seats you have for the 
Saturday matinée, in the second balcony?” 
“Fourth row, centre, madam.” 
“Are those the very best you have?” 
“Yes, madam.” 
“ Are you sure about that?” 
“Yes, madam.” 
“No obstructions in the way?” 
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“No, madam.” 

“No posts or lights?” | 

“No posts or lights or pillars. Nothing, 
madam.” 

“Well, then, I think I will take them. How- 
ever, if we found we did not like them, of course 
we could return them?” 

.“ I don’t, think so, madam, as we could hardly 
dispose of the seats then.” 

_ “I could return them in any other theatre in 
the city.” 

“Just try it, madam, and see if you could.” . 

“I have tried it and I know I can. If we find 
we do not like these seats, wouldn’t you refund. 
the money?” | 

“No, madam, we never refund money. We 
may exchange the seats, but we do not refund 
the money.” 

“I never heard of such a thing! The seats 
might suit me, but they might not suit my 
friends. Of course, if you are too disoblig- 
ing——”’ 

“It is not a case of being disobliging, madam.” 

“I am sure I do not know what else you would 
call it. Well, is that your final word: you will 
not refund the money if we do not like the 
seats?” 
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“Yes, madam, that is final.” 
“Very well, then, I will take the seats.” 


ZIP IN ARIZONA 


WRITER in the Salome, Arizona, Sun 
remarks: 

A lot of these here easterners and Big Town 
Folks stop at Salome—not because they are 
crazy over the town—but they have to have 
gas for their machines—and after giving the 
town the once over (it doesn’t take two looks 
to see it all), some of them remark: “Lord, 
what a place to live.” I often wonder what 
they mean. While they are doing this some 
Old Timer, whose entire wardrobe never did 
consist of more than a three-piece suit—pants, 
shoes, and shirt—will stick his head up over 
the greasewood and sagebrush and after taking 
a quick squint (even one makes him blush) at 
the latest ladies’ styles, exclaims to his burro: 
“My God, did you see that?” 


NO HOME MARKET 


AN ENERGETIC bond salesman sought 
out an official of a southwestern railroad 
thinking that Oklahoma special assessment 
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bonds would have a stronger appeal to a south- 
western business man than to his clients in 
Detroit. Great was the salesman’s surprise 
when this prospect, after a careful presentation, 
replied: 

“If I bought those bonds of yours and put 
them in my box, the other bonds in there would 
all crowd up in a corner by themselves to get 
away from yours. That’s what I think of the 
offering.” 


GENERAL ORDERS 


E WAS a particularly young subaltern, 

and, moreover, his father was a general, 
which fact he never forgot to rub in whenever 
possible. On one occasion he was sent with a 
message from the general to the gunners. “If 
you please,” he said to the major, “father 
says, will you move your guns?” Now it 
happened that the major was in a very irate 
mood that morning. “Oh,” he snapped out, 
“and what the deuce does your mother say?” 


ROUGH 

N THE day after his first—and -last—box- 

ing match a sad and disappointed man 

hobbled off to see a doctor. His head was 
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bandaged, his arm was in a sling, his face was a 
mass of court plaster, and he had borrowed a 
crutch. 

“Hurt yourself?” queried the doctor. 

Hurt himself! The patient grunted. Of 
course he’d hurt himself! 

“Feel any pain?” asked the doctor. 

Feel any pain! The patient gave a second 
disgusted grunt. He couldn’t feel anything 
else. 

“Looks as though you’ve had an accident,” 
observed the doctor. 

“Oh, no,” replied the patient, finding his 
voice at last. “Not at all.” 

“Then, perhaps,” suggested the doctor, 
“you've been indulging in some rough sport?” 

“That’s it,” said the patient, “I’ve been blow. 
ing bubbles.” 


SOLD BY THE DROP 


WELL-DRESSED woman stopped in front 
of the perfume counter in one of the up- 
town stores. 
__“T would like some good perfume,” she told 
the clerk. 
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Pointing to a bottle filled with perfume cost- 
ing $8 an ounce, she asked to sample it. 

Because the woman looked as if she might 
make a purchase, the clerk, in violation of the 
store rules, for perfume deteriorates when 
opened, permitted the woman to take a whiff 
of it. 

“Now, that’s pretty good,” the customer re- 
plied. “ĮI think IIl take a quarter’s worth.” 

“Why, Madam,” the astonished clerk man- 
aged to answer, “‘you’ve already had a quarter’s 
worth.” 


PUTTING IT'MILDLY 


ILLIE had never eaten an oyster, so he 
asked his mother if he might have one. 
Willie put it in his mouth. 

Meanwhile the conversation at table pro- 
ceeded for about ten minutes, when his mother 
noticed that Willie was very red in the face, 
and, thinking he was too shy to speak, asked 
him if he would like another oyster. 

Willie (endeavouring to speak with his mouth 
full): “I don’t want the one I’ve got.” 
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WHAT DR. ELIOT SAID 


R. CHARLES W. ELIOT at a Cambridge 

tea was taken aside by a W. C. T. U. 
leader. “Dr. Eliot,” she said, “we want you 
to join us in our anti-tobacco crusade.” 
“‘Humph,” said the veteran teacher. “You 
know, Dr. Eliot,” the lady went on, “man is 
the only animal that uses tobacco.” ‘‘Humph,” 
said Dr. Eliot again. ‘‘Man is the only animal 
that wears clothes.” 


SOMETHING FOR NOTHING 


TRAMP entered a baker’s, shivering pite- 
ously. 

“A loaf, please, mum,” he said, placing the 
money on the counter. The woman gave him 
one. As he took it, he said with shaking voice: 

““Where’s the nearest hospital, mum, please?” 

“The nearest hospital!” she ejaculated. 

“Yes, mum, I’m feeling bad. I believe I’m 
sickening for something; the scarlet fever, | 
think.” 

“What!” she shrieked. “Get out of my 
shop.” 

He turned to obey. 
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“Here, take your money back,” she said. He 
did so; and, offering the bread, said humbly: 

“You'll take yer loaf, won’t yer, mum?” 

“Get out of my shop.” 

He crawled out, and with bowed head went 
round the corner. Presently another tramp 
joined him. 

“Well, Bill?” he said. 

“Right oh! ’Enery,” came the answer. 
“It worked a treat. Now you do it fer a bit 
of ’am and then we can have a feed.” 


PREPAREDNESS 


N OLD country preacher in a small town in 
Mississippi was in the habit, in the middle 
of his. discourse, of peeling off his coat and going 
at the devil and all his works in his shirt sleeves. 
One day a United States Senator attended the 
services and members of the congregation 
cautioned their parson that it would be well to 
be a little more formal in view of the presence 
of their illustrious guest. 

Nevertheless, the preacher, warming to his 
discourse, followed his regular practice.. After 
the service one of his parishioners approached 
him and said: 
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“I hate to seem to criticize, sir, but I reckon 
you must have forgotten we had a United 
States Senator with us to-day.” 

“Oh, no, I didn’t,” retorted the minister, 
calmly, “but I don’t believe he’s as bad as they 
say he is, and anyway, | had my coat right side 
of me on a chair where | could have my eye on 
it every minute.” 


NOT HIS FAULT 


T A busy crossing in Edinburgh the police- 
man on point duty had just stopped a 
cabman to enable the cross traffic to proceed. 
Now the man in blue kept the cabby waiting 
longer than was strictly necessary, so that the 
latter, beginning to get restive, started to pro- 
ceed, although the hand was still against him. 
The policeman turned to him in a rage. “Did 
ye no’ see me haudin’ up my hand?” he shouted. 
The cabby smiled scornfully. “Well, I did 
notice that it began to get dark suddenly,” he 
said, “but I didn’t know it was your hand. Ye 
see, it’s takin’ me all my time tae keep my horse 
frae shyin’ at yer feet.” 
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HE KNEW THE TRICKS 


ISHOP COLLINS DENNY said in an ad- 
dress in Richmond: 

“I heard a story the other day that hits a 
good many preachers. It seems that the jani- 
tor of a fashionable church was showing his 
wife through the edifice. At the end of the 
inspection he said to her: 

“Would you like to hear me preach?” 

““Go on! You can’t preach!’ she objected. 

“‘Can’t I, though?’ said the janitor, and he 
went up into the pulpit and ranted and roared 
and raged a good twenty minutes or more about 
the vile sins committed daily by the heathen in 
Equatorial Africa. 

“‘Then, when he finished, he said, as he came 
down, wiping his hot face: 

“There, how was that? 

“*It was mighty fine,’ said his wife. ‘But 
you told us all about the sins of the natives off 
in Africa and never a word about the sins of the 
folks right here at home.’ 

“The janitor chuckled. 

“<Ha, ha!’ he said. ‘I know the tricks of 
preachin’ too well for that.’” 
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OUTLAY AND INVESTMENT 


PUBLIC-SCHOOL teacher in Dayton, 

Ohio, recently gave her pupils the topic, 
“What Would I Do if I Had a Hundred Dol- 
lars?” upon which to exercise their imaginations. 
The following was handed in by a fourteen-year- 
old coloured lad: 


If I had a hundred dollars I’d frame it and sit up and 
look at it all night. 

The next day I would take it out go buy me a second 
hand car and ride it all night. 

Then I would carry it back and tell the man the car was 
no good and make him give me ninety nine back, 

Then I would add a dollar to it and put it in the City 
National Bank and let the interest pile up for twenty one 
years. Then | would draw it out and build me a con- 
fectanary and There I would have as much money as | 
wanted. 


HITHERTO UNPUBLISHED 


HERLOCK and the faithful Watson were 

strolling down Piccadilly. 

“There’s a woman in very short skirts just 
behind us, my dear doctor,” murmured the 
great detective. 

“ Marvellous!” enthused Watson, after he had 
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corroborated the statement by a glance behind. 
“How in the world did you ever know without 
turning your head?” 

“Purely elementary, dear old fellow. | 
merely observed the faces of the people who 
are walking toward us.” 


PREJUDICED 


N OLD Scotsman had just buried his wife, 
his helpmate and companion for fifty 
years. After the funeral one of his nephews re- 
turned with the old man to the lonely house. 
They went in, took seats, one on each side of 
the fire, and said nothing for some time. By 
and by the old man looked across at his nephew, 
and said: 

“Weel, Jimmie, your auntie’s awa’.” 

“Ay, Uncle, she’s gone.” 

“Ay, ay,? continued the old man, “she 
was a graund woman, a guid haun’ wi’ her 
needle, a fine cook, an’ a.deeligent hoosewife, 
but somehow ”—-(with a sigh and a shake of 
the head)—‘“‘somehow—well, I never really 
likit the woman!” 
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PLEASING PUNISHMENT 


T THE breakfast table little Tommy was 

not behaving himself. His father re- 
proved him more than once for playing 
with the cruet, but Tommy still went on doing 
it. 

At last he upset it, and all the pepper was 
scattered over the cloth. 

“Now, Tommy,” said his father, severely. . 
“You’ve been disobedient and spilled the 
pepper! It would serve you right if I punished 
you by putting that pepper in your mouth!” 

“Would you punish me in the same way if | 
upset the sugar bowl?” retorted Tommy, 
quickly. 


HONOURS EVEN 


HERE was a certain very brilliant lawyer 
in western Nebraska who was noted for his 
ability to put away large quantities of the fluid 
that inebriates. One day he came into court 
very much to the bad. 
“Get out of here,” thundered the judge; 
“you’re drunk, sir.” 
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“Zas right, Your Honour,” replied the at- 
torney, “and it is the first correct decision I’ve 
ever heard in this court.” 

“Proceed with your case,” said the judge. 


A PRECEDENT 


AT ROONEY had just opened a new home- 

brew foundry, and as it was a rainy day 
there were quite a number of Pat’s friends in the 
place seeking shelter from the storm. An 
Englishman was standing at the bar with a 
worried look on his face, which an Irishman 
named Mike noticed. Mike asked him what 
the trouble was. “This beer is awful,” said 
the Englishman, “but I wouldn’t dare let it 
stand for fear Pat would be insulted.” “‘You’re 
right,” said Mike, sympathetically, “but I 
have a scheme. That fellow next to you has a 
raincoat on. Pour it into his pocket.” “But,” 
said the Englishman, “‘he is liable to catch me 
in the act.” “Not a chance in the world,” 
said Mike, with a chuckle. “I just poured 
mine into your pocket.” 
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SURE! 


HE parish priest had dropped in to see one 

of his flock, and, to prove his kindly in- 
terest in the family and all its members, he be- 
gan to ask one of the little colleens how she was 
progressing at school. The usual questions as 
to the spelling of the interesting word “cat,” 
and so forth, were put and answered. Then 
the priest turned to a more abstruse subject, 
geography. ‘‘Now, tell me, dear, what is a 
lake?” he asked. The little maid puckered her 
brows in thought for a moment. Then she 
said: ‘‘Plaze, yer rivirince, it’s a kettle wid a 
hole in it.” 


AT REDUCED RATES 


PLOSHKINS wanted to sell his horse, so he 
` prevailed on the local dealer to come and 
see the animal. 

“That’s a good horse, Mr. Taylor,” Sploshkins 
said to the dealer. “It cost me five hundred 
pounds, but you shall have it for fifty pounds.” 

The dealer gasped. 

“That’s rather a big reduction, Mr. Splosh- 
kins, isn’t it?” he asked. 

“Well,” the vender admitted, “the fact is it 
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bolted one day and killed my poor wife, and now 
I’ve got no further use for it!” 


CO MSP EESIN G ETENE HCI RCL E 


NE morning a Negro sauntered into the 

office of a white friend. ‘“‘Good-mawnin’, 
Mr. Withrow. Kin I use yo’ phone a minute?” 
he asked. “Why, certainly, Sam.” Sam 
called his number, and after a few minutes’ wait, 
said: “Is this Mrs. Whiteside? Well, I seen 
in de papeh where you-all wanted a good cullud 
man. Is you still wantin’ one? Then the man 
youse got is puffectly satisfactory, and you 
doesn’t connemplate makin’ no change soon? 
All right, ma’am. Good-by.” Mr. Withrow 
called to Sam as he left the phone, “Now that’s 
too bad, Sam, that the place is filled.” “Oh, 
dat’s all right, Mr. Withrow, Ise de nigger 
what’s got de job, but I’se jest a-wantin’ to 
check up.” 


EPISTOLARY 
HILE in a certain government office re- 
cently Sir Evan Jones, the British trans- 
port board chairman, overheard the following 
dialogue between two fair typewriter tappers: 


273 


LISTEN TOsd HESE 


“Isn’t it terrible the way we have to work 
these days?” 

“Rather! Why, I typed so many letters 
yesterday that last night I finished my prayers 
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with ‘Yours truly’. 


SWIFT 


UST before the big show started the lion 

tamer and the dog trainer were seated in 
the dressing tent conversing about their re- 
spective acts. “‘How’s that new dog you 
bought last month coming along?” inquired the 
lion tamer. ‘‘He’s learning fast, and will make 
a good performer if I can ever get him accus- 
tomed to this jumping from town to town,” re- 
plied the other. “It’s going to be some job, 
though. Why, the day we showed in Kansas 
City he buried a bone beside the centre pole, 
and he tried to dig it up in Topeka the next 
day.” : 


A CORRECTION 


EPRESENTATIVE CARAWAY of Ar- 
kansas said of a man who had failed: 
“He was doomed to fail. His life had been, 
in fact, nothing but a series of failures. The 
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first chapter of this series began in an insurance 
office where he obtained his first job, that of 
office boy. He had only just begun on this 
job when his boss looked up from an important 
letter one morning and said irritably: ‘Don’t 
whistle at your work, boy.’ ‘I ain’t workin’, 
sir, he answered; ‘I’m only just whistlin.’ ” 


ACTION 


ON’T prolong and draw. out your stories 
to such an extent, a: said the ‘editor to the 
seedy-looking. individual who supplied him with 
his thrillers, <Condense them somewhat when ` 
nearing the: ah K So this is how. the writer 
finished off his next story: Land, incidentally, 
the villain: “The villain took a Scotch whisky, 
his hat, his departure, no notice of his pursuers, 
a revolver out of his hip pocket, and, lastly, his 
life.” 


THE END 
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